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“Speaking for myself, | find playing in situations as 
demanding as studio recording and live performance, 
Pearl drums speak for themselves. | really appreciate the 
quality of the instrument and the committment of the 


company to music and its performers.” Jeff Porcaro 
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A product of Pearl international, Inc. P.O. Box 111240, Nashville, Tennessee}37211 
= in Canada Contact Pearl Music Division, 161 Alden Road, Markham, Ontario, Canada L3R 3 
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The old ‘‘tried and true” 
amplifier designs of the past are no 
longer appropriate for today's 
music. For the modern working 
musician, an amplification system 
must offer total and flexible control 
of distortion/clean tonalities as well 
as wide-band equalization and 
special signal processing. 

The Peavey VTX™ Series, 
consisting of the Classic™, MX™/MX 
FC™ and Heritage™, are highly 
sophisticated amplifiers allowing the 
musician to literally “construct” his 
own musical identity plus recreate 
the vintage sounds of the past and 
the tonal qualities of today. 


A few of the features of the 
VTX™ Series include our incredible 
Saturation™ circuit to produce a 
multitude of distortion textures, our 
unique ‘‘thick’’ circuit for adding the 
fat, mid-range punch that is 
necessary in many of today’s rock 
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ayes and our effective combination 
of active/passive equalization to 
tailor the vital blend of highs, mids 
and lows. 

Our Classic VTX™ and Heritage 
VTX™ also feature our new phase 
shifter which employs a unique ‘'pull- 
set'’ switch to stop the sweep of the 
phase allowing the effect to be 
utilized as a highly variable 'Q-type 
filter."’ For maximum versatility at 
gain/equalization, our Heritage 
VTX™ employs a second set aa pe 
and post gain controls with our 
advanced active high, low, 
Paramid™/shift equalization controls. 


These exciting systems also 
feature a new ‘'self-biasing’’ tube 
power amp section (patent applied 
for) that allows virtually any power 
vacuum tubes (such as EL-34's or 
6L6GC's) to be utilized while greatly 
increasing the ‘‘life span’ of the 
tubes themselves. 
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Two of our highly efficient 12” 
Scorpion™ loudspeakers are utilized 
in the Classic™ and Heritage VTX™ 
and one premium 12” Black 
Widow®/Super Structure™ 
transducer is employed in the MX”. 
The Heritage™ is also available with 
optional 12” Black Widow®/Super 
Structures™ and the MX™ is available 
ina “head only” flite case version 
(MX FC™) for those musicians who 
prefer using ‘“component-type’’ 
amplification. 

We invite you to visit your 
authorized Peavey dealer to play 
through any of these remarkable 
and highly versatile new 
systems...You ll suddenly realize what 
‘sound architecture’’ is all about. 


PEAVEY ELECTRONICS ¢ 
711 A St./Meridian, MS 39301 
© 1982 | 


Features and specifications are 
subject to change without notice. 


-CREEM’S PROFILES | 


(Pronounced “Boy Howdy!”’) 


MARSHALL CRENSH AW 


HOME: Rockin’ around in NYC. 
AGE: Ageless? 
PROFESSION: Soldier of Love. 


HOBBIES: Looking for a cynical girl, listening to the Bye Bye Birdie 
soundtrack for possible cover tunes, transcending bitterness, 
collecting old Buddy Holly records, girls... 


LAST BOOK READ: Fast Times At Berkley High. 
LAST ACCOMPLISHMENT: Never bothering with the usual thing. 
QUOTE: “But...but...but!” 


PROFILE: Bursting out of the Detroit suburbs, not far from Boy 
Howdy land, this bespectacled wonder boy gave up stints in local 
bands to tour as John Lennon in Beatlemania, writing songs all the 
while, getting them recorded by Robert Gordon and Lou Ann 
Barton, and finally creating a debut pop gem by which many people 
will forever remember the summer of ’82. In Marshall’s case, you can 
bet something’s gonna happen! 


BEER: Boy Howdy! 


Ross Marino 


Authentic There are Zil- 


lions of ways to get your name in the 
papers, but only one way to stake your 
thirst for CREEM. The quality standards we 
set down in the dawn of the Seventies have 
been on a Wild Mouse ride through the 
Highlands, the Lowlands, and the Barstools. 


Every drop’s a hoot. 
sostrdat bs say “Boy Howdy!” : 
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Pick Hits 
for 83 


from Rock Read, where 
rock ’n’ roll is more than 
meets the ear 


1. Rush 

by Brian Harrigan Import $9.95 
From Lee and Lifeson’s formation of 
Rush, to the turning-point addition of 
drummer/lyricist Peart in 1974 and their 
tise to heavy-weight techno-rock star- 
dom. here’s the complete and profusely 
illustrated biography of Canada’s big- 
gest musical force. . 


2. Rock and Roll Calendar 1983 
$6.95 

Many previously unpublished photos of 
classic rockers at classic places (Beatles 
at Candlestick. Who at Woodstock, 
Hendrix at Monterey) highlight this 

10” x 15” calendar, which also features 
a Jagger centerfold and every month's 
historical dates in rock. 


3. The Rolling Stones: The Last Tour 
photos by Philip Kamin 

text by Peter Goddard $9.95 

A photo-essay of the Stones’ most 
historic 1981 US tour, including over 
100 photos, 80 in full color. 


4. Black Sabbath 

by Chris Welch $8.95 

Have they sold their souls for rock ‘n’ 
roll? Here’s the story bloody story of 
some of the heaviest metallers around. 


5. The Who: Maximum R&B 
compiled by Richard Barnes $12.95 
For nearly 20 years there's been no 
“Substitute” for the Who. This visual 
* history of the band’s life, career, music, 
was written with the Who’s full cooper- 
ation and contains many never-before- 
seen photos and reproductions of 
posters, press clippings, more, in addi- 
< tion to a free flexidisc of two Pete 
— Townshend demos. ee 
6. Hendrix: A Biography Hendrix 
by Chris Welch Import $7.95 amare 
The life, loves, music, and tragic death 4 
of the outstanding guitar genius of our 
time. Re-issued, updated edition, in- ee 
cluding discography. = 
7. Led Zeppelin: A Visual 
bo Pent een | 12.9 
by Paul Kenda mport $12.95 py 
Fabulous and rare b&w and color ZI Py t LIN 
photos highlight this DAY-BY-DAY [salam 
ae of the major band of the '70s. 7. 
he ultimate look at Zep! i ‘ai’ Z 


8. Human League ¥ 
by Alaska Ross $3.95 

Don't, don't you want them? The com- 
plete story of one of the first major new 
bands of the ‘80s. 


9. The Clash 

by Miles Import $5.95 

The complete history of “the only band 
that matters.” 


10. Jackson Browne: The Story of a 
Hold Out 

by Rich Wiseman $10.95 

The first biography of the singer/song- 
writer, based on interviews with his 
family and friends, and illustrated with 
many never-before published photos. 


11. The Rock Yearbook 1983 

edited by Al Clark $13.95 

Reviews of major US and UK LPs, 
singles; US, UK weekly charts; Best 
and Worst Awards; rock books, films, 
record companies, publications: Acts of 
the Year: J. Geils, The Go-Go's, 
Haircut 100, Human League, Joan 
Jett, Journey. Soft Cell. Crammed with 
photos. 


or ask for our FREE catalog of over 300 best books on 
rock ’n’ roll!!! 
Rock Read 799 Broadway New York, N.Y. 10003 
bre abe baaelat ge he ped a god cannes opel gatos arb rs odd vay 
YES, please send me the books circled below. I've 
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: indicated quantity ordered next to the book number: : 
i 65 
I 1 2 2 4 5 6 i 
: 7 8 9 10 11 catalog & 
i 1 am adding $1.00 shipping for one book: 50¢ for each i 
additional book. (N.Y. residents please add sales tax.) i 
MW Enclosed is my check or money order made out to i 
: Rock Read for$ F : 
: Name : 
: Address : 
! City State Zip ~! 
I Please allow up to 3 weeks for delivery. ae 
§ Rock Read 799 Broadway New York, N.Y. 10003 6 u 
Isl sake Sask soa es sais nn ‘oe ck cos dns sao TO in Une ee Sack sd ca 


Please send letters to: 


MAIL Dept., CREEM Magazine 
P.O. Box P-1064 
Birmingham, Ml 48012 


ROCK AGAINST POTTY-MOUTH 

Please be advised that a large share of your 
readership is comprised of young girls under the 
age of eight or nine. Did you ever hear an eight- 
yr.-old use some of the language you clowns 
print? 

I like rock ’n’ roll and grew up in the 60s. My 
mind was influenced by the rock magazines of 
my time. Therefore, as a parent of a young girl, I 
was upset to read the extent of decay in your 
mind (what's left of it). It’s unfortunate that the 
young readers are getting mind-raped by the 
publishers of this rag and I hope this letter helps 
you clean up your act. Congratulations! You 
just lost another customer forever. 

Rocco Fedele 

New York, NY 
(Please be advised that a large share of our 
letter-answerers think that nitwits who toss 
around terms like “mind-rape” should be 
forcibly separated from their crayons. —Ed.) 


ANOTHER SATISFIED CUSTOMER | 

You should have stopped sending me your 
magazine half a year ago. | will pay any price or 
do anything, just stop sending me your rag. 

Please End My Subscription, 

Monmouth, NJ 


MUSICIAN SPEAKS” 

I’m glad to see my pal R. Meltzer writing for 
your rag again. There was a vacuum after he 
and Lester stopped appearing in your pages. 
Oh, there were many to imitate his style, but the 
unpredictable things were gone. I loved the 
piece on the Clash. Very funny, although it 
didn’t convince me not to like the record. See, I 
like music articles that have real emotional 


content. Just like the music I like. I don’t have to 
agree or believe it’s all true. As long as the 
feelings related are true. Meltzer’s articles on the 
jazz albums in the current issue are also great. | 
doubt I'll ever buy them, but the articles are 


some of the few readable, identifiable pieces on _ 


jazz I’ve ever read. Most are so technical they’re 
pretty boring. Anyway, it seems like CREEM is 
taking a turn for the better. Keep up the good 
work and maybe I'll buy it every month like | 
used to. 

Albert Bouchard 

New York, NY 
(You could’ve afforded a subscription if your last 
LP hadn't stiffed!—Ed.) 


CROSBY WAS THE PENGUIN 

I can only feel sad for you that you’re unable 
to appreciate such a truly fine work of art as 
Crosby, Stills and Nash’s latest collection of 
songs, Daylight Again. After waiting so long for 
music of their rare style and quality, | felt as if 
we'd all been given a gift of reawakening. 

Although I must disagree with your assess- 
ment of the album, (along with some 500,000 
others who have made it go gold) my objection 
to your review must go further than that. Before 
you write another piece on anyone, may I 
suggest that you try wholeheartedly to brush up 
on your manners. Many of the remarks that you 
directed at these guys were crude and tasteless 
and had no bearing on their music at all, While 
you are knocking age in the music industry, try 
to remember that some of the oldest are also 
some of the best. 

CSN Forever, 

Peggy Marion 

Cordova, TN 
(Your oldest-are-best theory applies to editors 
only. —Ed.) 


INSIDE POOP ON ROTH 

After a recent Van Halen concert in Los 
Angeles, I found myself back at their hotel. That 
is, after making my way past the hotel security 
then past Van Halen’s own security force on the 
sacred fourth floor. 

A party was going on down the hall in a spare 
room used tonight for David Lee Roth’s enter- 
taining. Which he was doing in top form. 
Looking around, I noticed this wasn’t your usual 
after-concert crowd of musicians, record com- 
pany people, and general scene-makers. The 
party in room #427 was made up of groupies 
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“Learn the Art of Recording at the largest and most renowned 


school for sound/recording in the world. For over a decade, 
our approach has been a practical, hands-on experience — 


the studios literally become a working classroom.” 


THE RECORDING WORKSHOP 
- The first and foremost recording - Hands-on music recording/ mixing in 24, 
workshop in the USA and Canada 16, 8 track and digital recording studios 
since 1971 - Seminars taught by top music pros 
-Recognized nationally in the music/ -5 recording studios - Job placement 
recording industry assistance - Co-educational 


- Exclusively offers “the Recording - Ideal experience in a relaxed country 
Engineer Apprentice” certificate setting -Oncampus housing 
and curriculum 


-7 sessions offered year-round CHOOSE WORKSHOP DATES 
- Licensed by the State of Ohio — State 


Board of School and College 


Registration #80-07-0696T WINTER ’83 JAN. 10--FEB. 11 
EARLY SPRING ’83 FEB. 28--APRIL1 


: . ; LATE SPRING’ APRIL 18--MAY 20 
-Learn Recording Engineering, Sound = Farry Stauenae JUNE 13--JULY 15 


Reinforcement, the Business of Music LATE SUMMER’83 AUG. 1--SEPT. 2 


: EARLY FALL ’83 SEPT. 19--OCT. 21 
and Creative Record Production (how LATE FALL 83 NOV.7-DEC.9 
to produce) Peace a TAC Bl SIRS BIE OES ER, 


NO PREVIOUS EXPERIENCE NECESSARY 
Limited Enrollment — Write or Call Immediately 


*Call Toll Free Ohio & Outside USA 
(800) 848-9900 (614) 663-2544 


THE RECORDI 
WORKSHOP 


455-C MASSIEVILLE ROAD — CHILLICOTHE, OHIO 45601 
FOR BROCHURE: 


NAME 
ADDRESS 


Produced and Engineered by Max Norman. 
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ONE H ie LIVE ALBUM! 
Something wicked this way comes. Ozzy Osbourne's new, live 
two-record set, “Speak Of The Devil,’ is here! 

This special low-priced collection is a state-of-the-art 
recording of the songs he wrote, sang and made famous 
with Black Sabbath. Never has heavy metal rung this clear! 


Here, and available nowhere else, are definitive 
performances of all the songs you chant for—"‘Iron Man/ 


Children Of The Grave,’ ‘Paranoid,’ “War Pigs,’ “Never Say Die,’ 


“Sabbath, Bloody Sabbath” and more. 
Give the devil his due. Get your copy of “Speak Of The Devil” 
now! You'll be damned if you don't! 


eg ee 


OZZY OSBOURNE. “SPEAK OF THE DEVIL.’ 
A live 2-record set of his Black Sabbath classics. 
Specially-priced. On Jet Records and Cassettes. 


Distributed by CBS Records. 


(both male and female), dwarfs, some people 
who honestly knew the band and more 
groupies. Who were either eyeing themselves in 
the hotel mirrors or David Lee Roth. Since he 
was the only VH member to be found. 

Knowing he’s the main attraction here (and 
the only interesting person) DLR bounces from 
one cluster of people to the next. Chit-chatting 
to all but never really hearing much of what's 
being said. Like a chameleon at times, blending 
into the over-crowded room. But when showing 
his true colors, that inner glow of energy takes 
over and commands you to watch him. Which 
he proved in full force earlier this evening by 
keeping a 18,000 seat arena on its feet the entire 
show. 

As DLK steps out into the hall for some fresh 
air and faces, #427 is quickly emptied and the 
party moves, to where else, but the hallway. He 
spends the next hour or so wandering around 
the area. Until, suddenly DLR slips past a set of 
VH guards into a closed off section of the floor. 
The only thing that follows him there are 30 
pairs of bloodshot eyes. 

Nameé Withheld 

(For fear of losing future privileges) 

Los Angeles, CA 


THE WHO, HOMOSEXUALITY LINKED 

First off, I'd like to compliment you on the 
publication of a halfway decent magazine. 
Certainly towering above Trouser Mess in terms 
of entertainment. However, taste is another 
matter. In this regard, your writers seem as 
sorely lacking as the other rags. Normally, | am 
not moved to complain about this accustomed 
ignorance. But your December record review 
section simply begs for it. 

In the first place, Mr. Turner’s review of the 
new LP. I’m not saying he was right or wrong in 
his assessment, but the man writes like a moron. 
He obviously has a chip on his shoulder about 
the Who, because he contradicts himself and 
doesn’t make any viable point. I haven’t even 
HEARD the album, but, let’s face it, the Who 
aren't capable of anything as bad as he inferred 
in his sloppy piece. 

That's the good part. 

For the real sludge, we turn to the Psychedelic 
Furs and Romeo Void instinctively. These 
half-baked excuses for bands excel in one 
category only, and that’s balls. The fact that they 
have the nerve to step onto a stage or into a 
recording studio displays the kind of guts most of 
us thought homosexuals lacked. HOWEVER... 
the fact that Mr. Nesin and Mr. Riegel reviewed 
these respective albums FAVORABLY leaps 
headlong into brave, new, uncharted lagoons of 
tastelessness heretofore unknown by humanity. 
Is it really necessary for me to point out that 
Romeo Void is merely a talentless, thinly veiled 
excuse to voice lesbian frustrations? Or that the 
Psychedelic Furs ROT sideways?? C’MON 
GANG! WAKE UP AND SMELL THE COF- 
FEE!! YOU'RE SLIPPING!! 

Other than that, good issue. 

Bret Hopkins 

CAR 

(Committee to reunite 10cc) 

Rochester, NY 


MORON THE RUNAWAYS 

After looking through your WOMEN IN 
ROCK issue, I was really disappointed in it. 
Being an ex-member of the Runaways, | was 
surprised by the lack of attention you gave the 
band. 

Lest you forget, the Runaways were one of 
the main fore-runners of women in rock: and 


I 


therefore deserve more of a mention. 

But what could anybody expect from a 
magazine that can’t even spell its own name, 
right? 

Vicki Blue 

Los Angelse, CA 


UNSOLICITED PERV 
Joan Jett is gay and so am!! 
Sincerely, 
I Like Girls 
Washington, DC 
P.S. The Go-Go's are the greatest! 
P.P.S. I love Pat Benatar! 


BIG MONTH FOR SATAN 

After reading ’1980’s Countdown To Arma- 
geddon for the fourth time, several unnerving 
questions have come to mind on more than one 
occasion. Perhaps you people can straighten me 
out so that I may sleep soundly once again. 

1). ls rock ’n’ roll, specifically punk, Satan-in- 
spired?; 2) What is Hugh Cromwell’s favorite 
sin?; 3) Is Iggy Pop born again?; 4) Does Ian 
Curtis (Joy Division) ever get a chance to visit 
Sid in Hell?; 5) Is David Bowie the antichrist?; 
6) Will PiL be doing the soundtrack for Arma- 
geddon?; 7) Is it true that Paul Simonon may 
quit the Clash to become a Catholic priest? 

And finally, we all know Jimmy Page is a 
devout Satan worshipper, but what I would like 
to know is: If Satan worships old, washed-up, 
long-haired hippie axe pickers, all dressed up 
with nowhere to go. 

Rick Denton 

San Diego, CA 


; (1} Rock ’n’ roll is Dayton-inspired!; 2] Hugh’s 


fave sin is window shopping!; 3] No, Iggy was 


born a hen!; 4] He can’t; Sid is in Dog Hell; 5] 


Bowie is anti-rice!; 6] You must be referring to 
the remake of Our Man Flint!; 7] Paul wants to 
be a Catholic artiste!; 8] Satan worships Fred 
Travalena! —Ed.) : 


JOY PRONG MECHANIC SPEAKS 

Ya wanna know what I think? OZZY 
SHOULD BITE OFF HIS OWN HEAD! After 
all, he’d still have one left. Do you think he ever 
stopped to think that the bat he recently maimed 
could have been Gilligan? Of course he realizes 
that the Professor's anti-vampire potion didn’t 
work worth jack shit. 

My little sister asked me the other day if David 
Lee Roth was a lesbian. | told her yes. Of 
course, she knows all about the facts of life. 
(She’s 11.) But probably the hardest thing I ever 
had to explain to her was the meaning of the 
song “Let’s Get It Up” by AC/DC. I wasn’t sure 
if she understood. My uncertainty was put to 
rest, however, while we were sitting in the 
Coliseum at AC/DC’s recent concert here. They 
were well into the song and the whole audience 
was screaming the words LET’S GET IT UP, 
when my little sister leaned over to me and said, 
“Just think. We’re all singing about weenies!” 
She’s a clever one, | tell ya. But I must admit 
something. She cried because she missed seeing 
Angus’ bare ass during “Bad Boy Boogie.” Oh 
well, such is life. 

I almost took my mother to AC/DC, also. | 
mean, the woman is fucking 50 years old and 
she eats bran muffins for lunch, but she really 
likes AC/DC. Her favorite song is “Highway To 
Hell.” She says they’re a bunch of very talented 
young men. I’m so embarrassed. Isn’t that just 
like a mother? 

Well, I could talk all say, but I must face reality 
that life is not just one long letter to CREEM. So 
pay attention,.coming up is my obligatory nice 
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comment: SOMETIMES YOUR MAGAZINE 
MAKES ME LAUGH SO HARD THAT I SHIT 
BRICKS. 

Bye now, gotta go chew the nodes off Brian 
Johnson’s throat. 

Very sincerely, 

Malcolm’s callouses, a.k.a. 

Philthy Animal Taylor's navel lint, a.k.a., 

Julie Hammontree (My dad had his son-of- 
a-bitchin’ nerve, eh?) 

Kent, WA (wuh?) 

P.S. My 80-year-old grandpa calls his thing a 
“Joy Prong.” 

P.P.S. HI JULIE & CORENE! You’re both 
blood-wallowing wenches. 

P.P.P.S. My 19th birthday wish is to be able 
to talk like Brian Johnson and/or be the seat of 
his Harley-Davidson. 

One final word: RONALD BELFORD (BON) 
SCOTT’S GHOST LIVES IN MY SEWER AND 
WE PLAY THE HUNGRY HIPPO GAME 
EVERY NIGHT. 


SOPHISTICATED HUMOR, PT. 2 

Hey! Really enjoyed the Van Halen/David 
Lee Roth article (Sept. ’82). | haven’t laughed so 
hard in a long time. 

Speaking of humor and Van Halen, have you 
heard the latest? Q: Why does Eddie only have 
a volume knob on his Strat? A: He doesn’t think 
he needs a horizontal or vertical hold. Q: How 
stupid are Van Halen fans? A: They’re so stupid, 
Van Halen has to use dummy cabinets at their 
concerts. Q: How do you separate the guys who 
think Van Halen is a kickass band from the guys 
who think Van Halen is the kickass band? Q: 
Use a crowbar. : 

Austin 

Collins Vile, IL 

P.S. Who gives a fuck about brown M&Ms 
anyway? 

(We don’t care what you say about Van 


Halen, but watch your mouth when it comes to 
M&Ms! — Ed.) 


SOPHISTICATED HUMOR PT. 1 
Question: What’s green and skates across the 
ice? 
Answer: Peggy Phlegm! (Insane laughter) 
Zsa Zsa Rotten 
Up Your, PA 


BUT CAN HE SWALLOW? 

I have one thing to get off my chest: Ozzy 
Osbourne is a real fucking asshole! HE’S 
DEMENTED, TOTALLY DEMENTED!! 

Thank you kindly, 

Mariea 

Philly, PA 

P.S. One more thing. Every girl under the age 
of 16 walks around TOTALLY WASTED, I am 
sure, it’so gross! 


WRONG BANK! 
Unfortunately, | made the mistake of buying 
your magazine, which I rarely do like anyone 
else, and | didn’t take your horseshit rag 
seriously. But fortunately, before I burned the 
November issue, I kind of paged through it and 
decided, what the hell. I’m going to write to 
these incoherent flunkies and see if they can 
answer a few easy questions. Oh and I'm sorry 
but I didn’t have time to go get this letter printed 
in braille. | hope you can find somebody in your 
staff who can either speak or read English or find 

somebody who is not in a coma. 
1) How many LSD tablets do-your critics take 
before they try to review an album? 2) How 
many withdrawals does Rick Johnson have a 


é 
é 


4 ™ 
Wyss Y SUNGLASSES 


WINGED VICTORY 


INCOGNITO 


LENNON 
vA 


wee 


ra CHEETAH, 
HEADBAND 


ROTTEN 


ST. TROPEZ 


SECRET AGENT 
SPECTRUM , 


PHONAY 


ts ALLEY EYES 


LAMBORGHINI 


OUR EXCLUSIVE LINE OF QUALITY T-SHIRTS 


Stray Cats / Psychedelic Furs / Kraftwerk / ABC / Siouxsie / Haircut 100 / Cure / 
Heaven 17 / New Order / Pil / Sid / Killing Joke / Gang of Four / Buzzcocks / Depeche 
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LED ZEPPELIN 


In 1980, CREEM published a special 
edition dedicated to the greatest and 
most influential heavy metal band of all 
time—Led Zeppelin! The issue turned 
out to be the biggest selling special in 
CREEM's history, selling out soon after 
publication. Now, CREEM is happy to 
present a totally revised and updated 
version of that monumental first Led 
Zeppelin issue, including details of the 
band’s split, drummer John Bonham’s 
tragic death and the new solo LPs from 
Robert Plant and Jimmy Page. Led 
Zeppelin includes numerous interviews, 
a complete history, record reviews, 
discography, posters and pin-ups. 


SUBSCRIBE TO CREEM AND GET 
LED ZEPPELIN FREE! 
SEE PAGE 15 FOR DETAILS! 


PAT. NO. 4,192,213 
OTHER PATENTS PENDING 


629 FOREST AVE. © STATEN ISLAND, NY © 10310 
(212) 447 7500 FREE BROCHURE 


day and is he ever going to give up drugs? 3) Is it 
true that before you can become a staff writer 
you have to go to the Miss Piggy School of 
journalism and learn to speak pig latin and learn 
to juggle TV sets? 

Now, are these question too technical 
because I was going to send a Webster’s 
dictionary but it wouldn’t fit in the envelope. | 
bet my friend $25 that you won’t print this letter, 
because none of you know how to print. 

TS 

Minneapolis, MN 
(You lose!—Ed.) 


KINKS SOUL MEN? 

I liked your article on August Darnell. It’s 
about time a black rock ’n’ roller got into the 
spotlight in your mag. He’s damn right about the 
stereotyping in the music business. The only 
black to even have moderate success in rock was 
Jimi Hendrix and he ain't here to enjoy it. 
Darnell’s taste in music is great. He’s known, like 
I've always known, the best are Lennon/Mc- 
Cartney and Wilson Pickett, though he left out 
two other greats, Chuck Berry and the Kinks. 

Rock on—more blacks are needed though 
that would really upset the establishment. 

Lisa 

New York, NY 

P.S. | also like Ian Hunter and the Clash 

P.P.S. Yes I’m black 


PIG DREAM RECOUNTED 

Last night | dreamt that 1 went to a movie with 
somebody I didn’t know. The movie starred 
Jerry Vale; but at the time I thought it was Lou 
Reed. 

In the end, he was in a tent full of pigs. 

Sincerely 

Steve Lockhart 

Reno, NE 


DUMB APE SPAZZES READERS 

Hello all you people out there in readerland! I 
just want you all to know that I like both heavy 
metal and punk! Spazzes you out, eh? Well dig 
this: I have albums by both Led Zeppelin and the 
Stranglers! Now, don’t you feel privileged to 
know me? 

George the Big Dumb Ape 

Picksburk, Pencilmania 


COUGAR TO SLEEP WITH FISHIES? 

Would you try to arrange it so that somebody 
does a Jimmy Hoffa number on John Cougar? 
The guy is obviously the silliest asshole ever to 
make a record. 

Hate Shitty Music 

Wilkes-Barre, PA 


DECEPTIVE ALBUM TITLES 

Who is this guy Gregg Turner? Does he like 
Rock ’n’ Roll or does he just sit around with his 
thumb up his ass criticizing excellent works of 
music? It’s Hard is one of the best albums of the 
year. If you don’t know what the song is about, 
please spare us your lyrical interpretations. Go 
crank up Tony Bennett, Gregg! 

R&B LOVERS UNITE 

Joe Yaus 

Xenia, OH 
(Gregg has received more hate mail for his re- 
view of It's Hard than anybody since the guy 
who thought up Southern Rock. Who fans may 
rest.assured that Gregg’s been spanked real hard 
with old address labels and semi-empty bottles 
of Sugar Free Dr. Pepper. Oh, and by the way, 
It's Hard really does stink!— Ed.) 


REVENGE OF THE WORMS 

I'd like to compliment J. Kordosh on his great 
article about my favorite rocker BILLY SQUIER 
(Dec. 82). I have just one complaint. There is 
no tail in Billy Squier’s first solo album. The Tale 
Of The Tape is actually the name of it (a fantastic 
album, by the way). Thank you for the 
otherwise wonderful article and for not saying 
that his second album is Don’t Say Know, 

Avid Billy Squier Fan 

Astoria, NY 

P.S. Can you please tell me who the man in 
the background of the picture of Billy Squier 
“stomping on worms” is? 
(He’s the worm tamer. —Ed.) 


CAKE FEAR RAMPANT! 

I am sick of Johansen’s garbage! His album is 
always being played on the radio, his video 
(which makes me want to throw up) is always 
being played on TV, and the promotion picture 
of his ugly face is on the wall of every record 
store in NYC. What makes me even madder is 
that the bum opened for a great group like the 
WHO. Does Johansen have mental problems? 
Does this guy try to LOOK, dance, and sing like 
Mick Jagger, or is it just my imagination? I used 
to think that Marshall Crenshaw was the worst 
group in America until Johansen came along. 
Now I realize that Crenshaw is a step up from 
that scuzball. 

Ron Kahn 

New Hyde Park, NY 

P.S. I usually don’t blast people like this, but 
when it comes to bad attitude, bad taste, and 
most of all bad music, this guy takes the cake. 


NO RELATION! 

Y’know how most film projectors you see 
have regular brand names like Bell & Howell or 
something? Well, I go to university in Canada 
and do you know what's the brand name on 
every single film projector on campus? ELMO! 
It’s true!! 

Weasel, fs 

Guelph, Ontario eS 


—0H..-WELL, IT'S 
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ABC: “The Lexicon Of Love” (Mer- 
cury):: Since Bowie and Ferry offered a lot 
more surface than substance back when 
they were supposed to be saving rock ’n’ 
roll, I can’t get worried about this tribute 
band’s lack of depth. Martin Fry’s candid 
camp and ad-man phrasing don’t altoget- 
her justify his histrionic flights, but they do 
give him room to be clever, which is clearly 
his calling—some of these synthetic (in 
more ways than one) funk rhythms make 
me laugh out loud, and he’s an ace writer. 
“If that’s the trash aesthetic I suggest that 
we forget it’? Not when your throwaways 
include bon mots like “looking for the girl 
who meets supply with demand.” B+ 
“A FLOCK OF SEAGULLS” (Jive):: 
This is very silly, and know why earnest 
new wavers resent it. But I think it’s a 
hoot—so transparently, guilelessly exped- 
ient that it actually provides the hook- 
chocked fun most current pop bands only 


advertise. The human drummer and all- . 


too-human guitarist provide reassuring 
links with a past these boys have no 
more intention of giving up than you, 
me, or Rod Stewart. And if the cheerfully 
mechanical voices and cheerfully mechan- 
ical melodies do once or twice venture 
toward cheerfully mechanical lyrics about 
the direly mechanical end of the world, 
well, that’s just the shape of bubblegum to 
come. A- 


ADAM ANT: “Friend Or Foe” (Epic):: 


Telescoping into a year and a half the kind 


of career that used to take a decade, Adam 
fires his group, hires some horns, and tops 
off his meretricious, confidently catchy hit 
debut and his meretricious, arrogantly 
bombastic flop follow-up with some rumin- 
ations on life’s little ups and downs. The 
first surprise is that tour of these are 
arrogantly catchy. The second surprise is 
that all four dwell—allusively in the title 
tune—on Adam’s status as victim-of-the- 
press, a theme that was death to rock ’n’ 
roll in a less self-conscious age. Still has 
trouble with real life, though, which is 
probably why the rest of the record bombs. 


B- 
AU PAIRS: “Sense And Sensuality” 
(Roadrunner import):: The renown of this 
sorry punk-funk gone pop-jazz is as 
depressing as anything in the annals of 
Anglophilia. Lesley Woods’s line on free 
love is as priggish as the rest of her leftism 
and her separate-but-equal rhythm section 
couldn't make the earth move if one of 
them played tractor. Don’t blame me for 
the metaphor, either—it’s Lesley’s, by the 
way of famed protofeminist E. Heming- 
way, which proves that she’s either 
open-minded or just plain dumb. Not since 


Steve Rapport/Retna 


by Robert Christgau 


the Stranglers has a Brit group sexed it up 
so unconvincingly. Cc 
BLACK UHURU: “Chill Out” (Island):: 
This hasn’t made itself felt the way Red did 
for fairly marginal reasons, hype/timing 
not least among them—the need for a new 
Marley becomes less urgent as the 
self-evident truth that there ain’t gonna be 
one is absorbed. The musical margin is 
about urgency as well—not the quality of 
the riffs and riddims but rather the relative 
elegance, and detachment, of their execu- 
tion. In a music of margins, however, 
such fine distinctions suggest worlds 
of woe that high-tech pros like Sly & 
Robbie abandon at their peril. B+ 
BURNING SPEAR: “Farover” (Heart- 
beat):: Although backup horns subsume 
backup vocals as his unearthly outcries 
grow more coaxing, less admonitory, 
Winston Rodney is so synchronic that in 
1982 he gives up pretty much the same 
trancey buzz as in 1976. True, | count 
more actual tunes here than on any regular 


Spear release since 1976. But I crave more. 


shock-of-the-new. B+ 
FERRON: “Testimony” (Philo): It sure 
isn’t her male backup that gives this 
Canadian the edge on her pastoral-lesbian 
sisters in the U.S.A.—the Olivia collective 
could duplicate these modestly imaginative 
folk-rock arrangements and maybe even 
think them up. But Ferron’s natural 
musicianship is something special: the 
light, grainy, “halfway pretty” mezzo 
glances off sweet-and-sour words and 
melodies with a fetching ease that’s never 


laid back. And given the utopian burden of © 


so much “women’s music,” an old sinner 


like me is reassured by all the grief she cops 


to. ° 
FLAMIN’ OH’S: “Oh!” (Fat City):: This 
engaging, unpretentious, skillful, and ul- 
timately forgettable collection of poptunes 
is the kind of indie album that makes me 
hope everybody involved is in it for love. 
Musically and lyrically, its straightforward- 
ness is’ charming—there’s none of the 
calculated smarm that marred so much 
L.A. pop and none of the creative strain 
you can hear in New York bands like the 
dB’s and the Individuals. But by the same 
token it’s hard to tell why these Twin Cities 


-boys care so much about the style, and 


thus it’s unlikely they'll make anybody who 
isn’t within hailing distance care about 
them. Point of information: a follow-up is 
imminent. 

THE FLESH EATERS: ‘Forever 
Came Today” (Ruby):: I’ve always taken 
Chris D’s horror-movie imagery as a joke 
that went with his singing, aptly described 
by one admirer as a “strangling werewolf 
commercial.” Here it’s no joke, but rather a 
well-spring ‘of metaphor with which to 
evoke the horrors of modern love, so to 
speak. This reflects poorly on the moral 
and intellectual resources of young people 
today. It also sounds like a_ strangling 
werewolf commercial. C+ 
PETER GABRIEL: “Security” (Gef- 
fen): If Gabriel can’t resist orchestrating his 
rock ’n’ roll, better he should lay on third- 
world rhythms than simulate first-world 
themes. But self-conscious primitivism 
hasn’t cured his grandiosity—lyrical protes- 
tations notwithstanding, the only time 
those rhythms are around him and inside 
him, in control and in his soul, is on 
“Shock The Monkey,” which has a good 
old first-world hook. Furthermore, Gabriel 
probably doesn’t want to be cured—bet he 
admires African music not because it flows 
like a stream but because it taps the divine, 
and while he may know in his head that 
animists can’t have one without the other, 
he’s not about to become a believer. C+ 
MARVIN GAYE: “Midnight Love” 
(Columbia):: Gaye’s always had more feel 
for sexual healing than for wholly-holy or 
inner city blues, and this album’s concen- 
tration on the carnal is one reason it’s his 
best ever: after a week of grumping about 
his coke-snorting super freaks, dick-brain- 
ed Bob Marley tribute, and jive ooh-la-la, I 
realized I was in bed with the man anyway 
and decided to lie back and enjoy it. His 
wet croon makes up for the lost grit of Let’s 
Get It On, and never before has this 
rhythm master layered the tracks with such 
deftness and power. King Sunny Ade, 
meet Dr. Feelgood. A 
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EVELYN KING: “Get Loose” (RCA 
Victor): Examining this for more timeless 
trifles after rediscovering “Love Come 
Down” on Capital Radio, I got to like side 
two’s opener as well. Unfortunately, the 
other tracks were just pleasant enough to 
‘keep me trying until I rediscovered how 
few trifles are literally timeless. So buy the 
single. I think. B- 
“THE LORDS OF THE NEW 
CHURCH” (I.R.S.):: Add the soul of the 
Damned to the heart of the Dead Boys and 
you get new wave Black Sabbath, com- 
plete with technoprofessional arena echo 
guaranteed to attract music-lovers who will 
either take the band’s superstitious yet not 
altogether worthless political doomsaying 
as gospel or else ignore it altogether. Cc 
MADNESS: “Complete Madness” 


(Stiff):: These jolly lads have failed to click 
Stateside for the most honorable of 
reasons—they offer nothing to snobs. The 
“16 hit tracks” here compiled have a 
common-sense compassion as working- 
class and authentically nostalgic as their 
music-hall ska, which I swear could open 
for a polka band. Bt 
MATERIAL: “One Down” (Elektra):: 
Laswell, Beinhorn & Co. have obviously 
been listening to the radio instead of 
complaining about the end of the world. 
The result is a protean disco album that 
sounds like real New York rock ’n’ roll. 
Chic guitar and planet-rocking Vocoders 
are only the beginning—several of these 
experiments seem designed to cross over 
right behind “Eye Of The Tiger,” and 
never have electronically processed rhy- 
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thms throbbed with such life. All that’s 
missing is a deeper feeling for singers and 
songs, an old problem that the finest and 
most atypical track suggests is remediable 
— Soft Machinist Hugh Hopper’s “Memor- 
ies,” which guest stars Whitney Houston 
and Archie Shepp transfer into one of the 
most gorgeous ballads you’ve ever deaeet 
LINDA RONSTADT: “Get Closer” 
(Asylum):: Could be her, could be us, 
probably’s both, but never has Ronstadt 
sounded more the art singer than on this 
painfully precise collection. James Taylor, 


‘of all people, saves the Ike & Tina cover, 


and Rod Taylor, of all people, adds one 
more great ballad to her canon, but | 
suggest that she git while the gittin’s orth 

+ 
SIMPLE MINDS: “Themes For 
Great Cities” (Stiff):: Dance sources 
assure me that I heard all or most of this 
“Definitive Collection 79-81” in clubs 
during the years indicated, and it must be, 
since even today it makes me want to sit 
down on the spot. English DOR at its 
intricately ambient Eurodisco-cum-art-rock 
nadir, replete with steps for subtle metro- 
nomes and computerized sound effects 
that avoid vulgar sensationalism at all 
costs. Somebody take a good look at that 
singer’s eyes and ask him whether he loves 
his mother. C- 


BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN: “Nebraska” 


(Columbia):: Literary worth is established 
with the title tune, in which Springsteen’s 


Charlie Starkweather becomes the first. 


mass murderer in the history of socially 
relevant singer-songwriting to entertain a 
revealing thought— wants his pretty baby 
to sit in his lap when he gets the chair. 
Good thing he didn’t turn that one into a 
rousing rocker, doncha think, though 
(Husker Du please note) I grant that some 
hardcore atonality might also produce the 
appropriate alienation effect. But the music 
is a problem here—unlike, er, Dylan, or 
with nothing but a guitar, a harmonica, 
and a few brave arrangements. Still, this is 
a conceptual coup, especially since it’s 
selling. What better way, after all, to set 
right the misleading premise that rock ’n’ 
roll equals liberation. ' Ap 
STRAY CATS: “Built For Speed” 
(EMI America):: Though the soft, shuffling 
bottom makes up in volume what it lacks in 
angle of attack and Brian Setzer integrates 
quite an array of modernistic exotica into 
his pickin’, the mild vocals just ain’t rocka- 
billy. You know how it is when white boys 
strive for authenticity—’57 V-8 my ass. Be 
YAZ: “Upstairs At Eric’s” (Sire):: If 
Depeche Mode, the most bloodless synth- 
DOR unit this side of the German Federal 
Republic, can spin off such a_ soulful 
second generation, all is not.lost. A tape- 
layered playlet does disfigure side one, but 
better godawful than bland, and before 
you complain about Vince Clark’s hack- 
neyed take on modern romance you ought 
to remember that he only rejoined the 
human race a few months ago. I like to 
imagine that the agent of his salvation was 
new-age tough mama Alf Moyet, who can 
make any romantic cliché moderately 
credible. And I know for sure that the 
agent of her salvation is Clarke, whose 
spare, bright, intriguing, juicy electrocomp 


makes the credible compelling. B- Se 
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David Bowie impersonates Ted 
Nugent's childhood grin. 


It’s official! David Bowie will 
launch his first American tour in 
four years this coming spring, and 
we can hardly wait... 


THE DEVIL MADE HER DOIT 
DEPT. Newest hot couple in the 
rock world is punk funk king Rick 
dames and Linda Blair of The 
Exorcist fame. Seems that James 
saw a steamy pictorial in a recent 
Oui Magazine (Rick had ironically 
been on display in the same rag a 
month before). Linda mentioned 
that she found James “sexy” in the 
article, so the braid-headed flash 
had his people get in touch with 
hers, and the happy couple have 
been super-freakin’ together ever 
since. 


Bruce Springsteen is currently 
in Los Angeles finishing his next 
album with the E Street Band. 
Prior to his departure, Broooce 
made an impromptu visit at the 
Stone Pony in Asbury Park. 
Backed by house band Cats On A 
Smooth Surface, the Boss 
performed electric versions of tunes 
off Nebraska, as well.as a large 


Bruce can only beat up little girls! 


selection of golden oldies like 
“Wooly Bully.” And for all you 
Springsteen fans who haven’t heard 
yet, there’s a hilarious parody out 
now called Bruce Springstone In 
Bedrock, featuring Bruce and E 
Street soundalikes performing 
“Meet The Flintstones” and “Take 
Me Out To The Ballgame.” The 
producers emphasize that the single 
is “a respectful parody.” 


doan Jett may love rock 'n’ roll, 


1 but England doesn’t appear to love 


her as much as some other parts of 
the world do. Joan’s recent tour of 
Britain was cancelled in progress 
due to a lot of empty seats in each 
hall... 


Whether it hurt so good or not is 
questionable, but there’s been a 
string of injuries in the dohn 
Cougarcamp recently. Guitarist - 
Larry Crane broke his hand in an 
accident that occured when he, 
Cougar and several friends were 
racing Honda Odysseys. Crane 
plans to play the November leg of 
Cougar’s current tour with his hand 
in a bandage. Meanwhile, the main 
man himself was knocked out cold 
at an Arizona performance when he 
was hit in the head with a flying 
bottle. Dragged offstage, Cougar 
regained consciousness, and 
returned in a hard hat to sing (what 
else?) “Hurts So Good.” 


Those disappointed by the dam's 
recent split can take some 
consolation in the fact that 
Polygram plans to release a double 
live LP of the band in January. The 
LP will include live cuts from all 
periods of the band’s career, dating 
back to 77. 


BOSS ROSS DOINGS: 
Manowar, those avowed Odins of 
Metal, have left their label (EMI/ 
America), and are also looking for a 
drummer to replace Donnie 
Hamzik. Is it all over for Orson 
Welles’ favorite source of noise? 
No way...the battle hymners are 
headed for a studio session in 
dapan (Scandinavia was booked 
up), where they'll record some of 
their new, uh, material, like the 
whimsical “Hatred.” Go with the 
flow, guys. 


Bob & Doug McKenzie, those 
happy hosers, late of SCTV, will 
take time out from shooting their 
self-directed debut flick, Strange 
Brew, to quest host Saturday Night 
Live on January 22nd. Mingling 
with the competition, eh? The 
swingin’ back bacon eaters will have 
a new album out in February. 


Joseph Stevens 


Watal Asanumas Retna 


Go-Go's: Nothing else to do! 


The Go-Go's have been busy gals 
lately. In addition to their own 
music, the beat girls have been 
branching out, working on other 
people’s projects. Charlotte 
Caffey is reportedly planning a 
record with Police guitarist Andy 
Sammers, as well as co-writing 
several tunes with Bette Midler 
for the divine Miss M’s forthcoming 
LP. Kathy Valentine has been 
corresponding with Carlene 
Carter in London on tunes for 
Carlene’s next opus. Carlene has 
reportedly already knocked off 
several songs with ex-Bowie 
producer Tony Visconti. And 
finally, drummer Gina Schock 
has added her percussion to a track 
called “Design For Living” for 
inclusion on Nona Hendryx's next 
record, which will also feature 
appearances by Patti LaBelle, 
Tina Weymouth, Heart's 
Nancy Wilson and Laurie 
Anderson. And who sez it’sa 
man’s world. ..? 


King Car Ric Ocasek is 
continuing his producing chores, 
manning the knobs on a 
forthcoming LP by New York 
punk/reggae band, the Bad 
Brains. 


The Texas Alcoholic Beverage 
Commission, citing labeling laws, 
has banned sale of Rock & Roll 
Beer in that state. The beer features 
a logo that pictures a fictitious 
character named dohnny 
Longshot, who claims to have 
sold his soul for rock ’n’ roll. The 
commission ruled that the message 
is false advertising because the 
company has no way of proving it’s 
true. “How can anyone prove they 
sold their soul for rock ’n’ roll?” 
beefed commissioner d.M. 
McCarthy. “They d have to be 
dealing with realms that I’m not 
aware of.” Says doe Edwards, 


David McGough/ DMI 
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who invented Rock & Roll Beer to 
promote his St. Louis tavern: “I 
have a feeling that if the label said ‘I 
sold my soul for Texas football,’ 
they might have accepted it.” 


If breaking his hand on the Lords 
Of The New Church's recent 
trek through America wasn’t 
enough, accident-prone Stiv 
Bator injured himself again in 
France after less than a week on the 
road. The “scene of the crime” was 
Bordeaux, where in the middle of 
the Lords’ set Stiv, demonstrating 
his highdiving technique, flew off 
the stage into the orchestra pit, 
some 20 feet below. The fragile 
Stivvy broke his left foot and will 
spend at least part of the European 
tour performing from a wheelchair. 


Paul McCartney is currently 
filming Give My Regards To 

Broad Street. The “musical 
drama” which reportedly portrays a 
fictional day in Macca’s life, was 
conceived and scripted by Paul, 
and will feature appearances by 
Ringo Starr and, naturally, “cook 
of the house” Linda. ..Paul and 
Ringo, along with old pal George 
Harrison, will also be making 
quest appearances ona 
forthcoming solo LP by Christine 
McVie of Fleetwood Mac. - 


Paul reveals only appendage that 
Linda hasn't sat on, yet. 
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Ebet Roberts 


Pat Benatar: To join Loverboy? 


Is this 1984 or what? Chrysalis 
Records recently devised their own 
“remedy” for the home taping 
controversy by shipping Pat 
Benatar s latest, Get Nervous, to 
radio stations with a warning that 


playing the LP in its entirety “clearly 


constitutes an infringement of 
public performance rights.” The 
letter threatens prosecution. 


LABEL NEWS: The Neville 
Brothers, who just signed with 
Rolling Stones Records, are 
recording their next LP in New 
Orleans with Keith Richards at 
the knobs... Moon Martin has 
been dropped from.the Capitol 
roster... Was (Not Was), who just 
completed a-successful mini-tour 
with Sweet Pea Atkinson, 
dropped Ze/Island to sign with 
Geffen. 


Jamaican Prime Minister Edward 
Seaga formally dedicated the 


Bob Marley Memorial Performing 


Center at Montego Bay, Jamaica 
on Thanksgiving Day. Immediately 
following the dedication, 
highlighted by a massive fireworks 
display and the release of 18 doves 
symbolizing peace, brotherhood 
and love, the first Jamaica World 
Musical Festival began. The festival 
was three days of music featuring 
such diverse acts as the Grateful 


Dead, the B-52’s, Joe Jackson, 


Ronnie Milsap, Gladys 
Knight & the Pips, Jimmy 
Cliff, Peter Tosh, the Beach 
Boys, Aretha Franklin, 
Squeeze (in their final 
performance together), Stacey 
Lattisaw, Skeeter Davis, 
Toots & the Maytals, Black 


Uhuru, Rick James, the Clash, 


| dimmy Buffett, the English 
Beat, Bobby & the 
Midnighters, Yellowman and 
Rita Marley & the Melody 
Makers (Marley's children). 
Attendance was estimated at over 
75,000. 
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Siouxsie Sioux’ s got her voice 
back, despite the prognosis of her 
doctors, and she and the 
Banshees are currently touring 
the U.K. 


Former Melody Maker editor Ray 
Coleman is finishing up an official 
biography of Erie Clapton which 
should be in the store just barely in 
time for Christmas. 


Detroit rock ’n’ roll legend Mitch 
Ryder is on a “comeback” trail that 
looks like it can’t fail. Although 
Ryder’s records have been selling 
well in Europe these past few years, 
they’ve only been marginally 
successful in America, mostly as 
import releases. However, that may 
all be remedied soon when Ryder’s 
next LP is produced by one of his 
biggest fans, John Cougar. 
Among those composing tracks for 
the album will be Bruce 
Springsteen, Tom Petty, Billy 
doel and Cougar. The pair are 
shopping for a label as you read 
this. 


Sandie Shaw, the British 60s 
singing idol, who warbled “Girl 
Don’t Come” and “Always 
Something There To Remind Me,” 
barefoot, is marrying her longtime 
paramour Nik Powell. Sandie is 
now “barefoot and pregnant,” so 
the couple’s celebrating with nuptial 
vows. 


Elvis Costello, in a recent NME 
interview, said he’s thinking of 
dropping his stage name and 
returning to Declan McManus. 
Elvoid is working on his next LP, of 
which manager dake Riviera has 
this to say: “We thought Elvis could 
just do the whole thing in his 
bedroom, with just a synthesizer, an 
acoustic and a harmonica. We'll call 
it Wembley...” 


Elvis C.: The next Seka? 


Ann Clifford/DMI 


Now it can be told. Sting of the 
Police refused to play the recent 
US Festival in California until it was 
guaranteed that Elvis Costello 
would not be on the bill. Now, 
boys... Other acts that were offered 
gigs at US but refused were the 
Go-Go's, Tom Petty and Bruce 
Springsteen. 


The Bus Boys were recently 
signed to make their film debut in 
48 HRS.., starring Nick Nolte and 
Eddie Murphy. The boys will 
play a band (what?) in a nightclub 
sequence, performing four songs 
they composed especially for the 
film. 


Altered Images in a bit of a bind 
following the walk-outs of guitarist 
dim McNiven and dummer 
Michael Anderson. The band 
has reportedly replaced McNiven, — 
but are still seeking someone to beat 
the skins. 


Chris Stein has signed ex-Lovin’ 
Spoonful leader and “Welcome 
Back” hitmaker John Sebastian 
to his Animal label, which recently 
released LPs by the likes of Iggy 
Pop, the Gun Club and dames 
Chance. Says Stein: “I thought he 
was amazing at Woodstock. Like 
really together, and | have now 
decided to drag both John and 
myself into the 20th Century.” 


Paul Kantner of the Jefferson 
Starship recently participated in a 
90 minute debate with the 
Reverend Wesley Ates, a 
fundamental minister in 
Bloomington, Indiana. The minister 
had said that residents should 


i boycott the Starship and burn their 


records on the steps of the Country 
Courthouse because the songs 
were “anti-Christ and 
anti-Christian.” When Kantner 
arrived to debate Ates, the 


Michael Putiand/ Retna 


Ss 
Sting proves existence of armpits on blondes. 


minister's main ammunition was old 
press clips in which Kantner and 
Grace Slick admitted drug use 
and sex without marriage. Kantner 
admitted to being “guilty but proud” 
of all charges, said that LSD had 
given them a better understanding 
of the world, though they no longer 
used the drug, and claimed that 
one member of the Starship was a 
Christian. Ticket sales for the band’s 
Bloomington concert picked up 
considerably after the debate, 

which was filmed and may be used 
as part of the Starship’s video for 
“Out Of Control.” ...In other 
Starship news, drummer Aynsley 
Dunbar has left the group. 


Some people have argued that 
Journey and video games have 
something in common, and now 
Data Age has taken it all the way. 
The home video game company 
has joined forces with Mr. Perry & 
Company to create the first vid 
game based on a rock ’n’ roll 
theme. Named after the band’s hit 
album Escape, the object of the 
game is to get Journey members 
past numerous “obstacles” like 
groupies, photographers, reporters, 
etc. to a limousine waiting outside 
the backstage door. The group’s 
“Don’t Stop Believin””’ will provide 
background for the game. And 
whatever happened to the good old 
days of Kiss and Elton John 
pinball machines? 


One person was stabbed to death, 
another shot to death, and still 
another seriously injured following 
a stabbing at a free concert in 
Houston, Texas over Halloween 
weekend. The headlining act wasn’t 
your typical bat-eating rocker, but 
none other than Peter 
Frampton. Police and promoters 
blamed the seemingly unrelated 
incidents on too many people being 
crowded into one place. : 
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On The 


NEW YORK—A SHORT HIS- 
TORY OF DERRY, IRELAND: 
1688—Britain lay siege to 
Derry City for 105 days. 
1976—The Undertones are 
formed. 

“Back in Derry, our earliest 
concerts, the situation that we 
found ourselves playing in, was 
for really small groups of friends 
in really small bars.” The 
Undertones’ lead singer Feargal 


is so much friendliness between 
the Undertones and their fans, 
until he veers* wildly off the 
subject, “But there was a lot of 
resentment from other bands, 
in that we were playing for 
nothing, and we were dandies, 
and fairly obnoxious. 

“You see, bands at that 
stage, there were basically two 
types of bands—you had the 
show bands, cabaret bands, 
playing large selections of the 
Top 20 in local discos. And 
there were the rock bands, 
doing Led Zeppelin covers. 
Nobody wrote their own songs. 
We didn’t care if we were a 
good group or. nothing, we 
were happy just to be up there 
doing John [O’Neil]’s songs; we 
were happy just to be playing.” 
Obviously, Derry isn’t Man- 


Ron Galella 
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The Undertones achieve sexual gratification only by leaning against 
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hattan, and although the year 
Feargal must be speaking of is 
1977, the difficulties of playing 
were mammoth. When _ the 
Undertones first formed from 
the nucleus of a school band, 
there was only one place in 
town to play, the Casbah. And 
while the Clash were taking 
taxis to the dividing line be- 
tweeen Catholic and Protestant 
Derry for a photo session (and 
not playing the city), the Under- 
tones were giving their stress- 
filled audience a healthy dose 
of fun. 

No, they didn’t sing about the 
political situation, not at all. 
Their theme song was “Teen- 
age Kicks,” their music was 


JOE 
STRUMMER IS 
BACK! 
AGAIN! ! 


‘fll show you morons,” crows 
dapper Joe Strummer who—in a 
fit of pique over recent snotty 
CREEM captions about his appear- 
ance—has now become hand- 
somer than ever and “the person 
America loves best"! ! It's hard to 
believe but, says Joe, “First it was 
the teeth, so | changed me teeth. 
Then you dummies started in with 
the ears, so! did me Mohawk just 


to alarm you! But now, since you 
| aren't alarmed in the least and in 


fact seem to not care about me 


one iota even to the point of 


printing pictures of Joan Collins 
and saying they're me—well, uh, 
who cares?” Obviously not us, 
Joe! 


exuberant rock—tough, fast, 
fun. Almost cathartic for kids 
with all of Britain’s financial 
hardships, plus, a civil war on 
their doorstep. 

Five years, three albums 
later: the Undertones have 
been in and out of fashion. 
They’ve gotten married, grown 
up, sold out concerts in Man- 
hattan, built a recording studio, 
gave the world producer Roger 
Bechirian, switched record 
companies, and Feargal and 
guitarist/sometime co-writer 
Damian O’Neil are sitting in 
EMI’s offices explaining them- 
selves to me. “Some people 
probably thought it was good 
that we didn’t write about 
politics when we first came 
out,” Damian thinks aloud, 
“especially since the other half 
of it was everybody singing 
political songs. Like Stiff Little 
Fingers. And basically our 
songs were better.” There is a 
longstanding feud between the 
bands, after the atrocious SLF 
made catty comments about 
“cute, nothing pop bands” to 
the press. 

Feargal: “At the end of the 
day, though, there probably is 
room for people who want to 
express political viewpoints in 
rock music.” 

Damian: “Yes, but there are 
no views on the troubles in 
Ireland in our songs. We don’t 
have to write so directly about 
what we feel; our actions speak 
for themselves. We still live in 
Derry; Stiff Little Fingers moved 
to London the first chance they 
got.” 


Ebet Roberts 


Early Undertones reminded 
me of the Beach Boys. Feargal 
laughs loud at this, “We were 


definitely influenced ‘by that 
4 type of sound. That sort of very 


happy, disposable sound; trying 
to work a close harmony above 
a melody line...” 

Damian: “Now we’ve gradu- 
ated, now we're on Pet 
Sounds.” 

Feargal: “But now we're 
more confident in ourselves; 
we're working on our own 
ideas.” 

The Undertones recorded a 
four track EP for the small indie 
Good Vibrations. Without the 
financial resources to promote 
it, they had the big idea of 
sending a copy to eclectic ar- 
bitrator of good taste, BBC 
Radio One DJ John Peel, 
where to their surprise he 
plugged it regularly. Suddenly 
the Undertones were in Lon- 
don, bombarded with offers 
from record companies and 
publishers. “We signed with 
Sire before we even had a 
manager,” Feargal informed 
me. 

“For a bag of peanuts,” 
Damian adds, “when we did 
get a manager, he had to 
renegotiate the contract.” They 
released their self-titled album, 
a ragged, wonderful collection, 
reflecting their live set at the 
time, and a string of hit singles. 


Market 
Grows As 
Fish Doze 


TOKYO—Sleeping fish may 
soon be available on supermar- 
ket shelves. 

Are they bored or what? 
Japanese researcher Dr. Hisat- 
eru Mitsuda has no answer to 
that, but does claim that the 
dozing finheads stay fresh long- 
er. All you need to do is have 
them breath a mixture of 


oxygen and carbon dioxide and 


it’s goodnight chinook. 
Mitsuda’s main problem? It’s 
very difficult to tell when fish 
are actually asleep. The solu- 
tion? Brain scans, of course. 
One other slight drawback 
has been the finny fellows’ 
tendency to suddenly awaken 
inside microwave ovens, turn 
off the timer, roll over and go 


back to sleep. 
Rick Johnson 


They also began an association 
with John Peel in a number of 
legendary sessions, with which 
they'd introduce new songs to 
the British public. 

Then came Hypnotised—an 
even better LP, including the 
superb “More Songs About 
Chocolate And Girls,” a wry 
reply to the insults slung at 
them. By this time the Under- 
tones were a first league pop 
band, so of course things 
started to go wrong. Their last 
album, The Positive Touch, 
was difficult, complicated, wor- 
rying, and their first real flop in 
Britain — partially because of the 
changes in fashion. But also 
because of a personality conflict 
with them and producer Roger 
Bechirian. 

Damian: “It wasn’t just the 
production, we were none too 
pleased with Roger. He was just 
asking for more money and 
seemed to .be doing less work; 
seemed to be taking too many 
nights off. We were at a studio 
in Holland and the owners of 
the studio took him out for 
dinner—trying to become 
friends so he'll throw them 
some business. 

Feargal: “The main thing that 
bothered us was that when we 
recorded the first LP and batch 
of singles, nobody had heard of 
Roger, but things worked out 
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SWEET BABY 
JAMES SAVES 
THE DAY! 


James Taylor, everybody's handy 
man, got the Linda Ronstadt 
Revue out of a big ‘jam" at 
Madison Square Gardens. Linda, 
still in the early stages of her 
no-frills world tour, failed to 
properly anticipate the problems 
of performing totally accapella 
for 10,000 screaming fans. Just as 
the rowdier elements were about 
to storm the stage, who should 
appear but James Taylor with two 
Mr. Microphones! The pair o’ 
tweets did one quick number 
(Donny and Marie's Hawaiian 
Punch jingle) and then scrammed 
only moments before the audi- 
ence realized the mikes weren't 
plugged into anything! 


real well. And _ then _ later, 
because he got a good reputa- 
tion through his work with us, 
he started working with other 


people.” Roger co-produced 
East Side Story for Squeeze 
and did the balancing on 
Costello’s New Amsterdam EP. 
“He was on a fairly big ego trip 
during the recording of Positive 
Touch,” says Feargal. The 
Undertones were so displeased 
with his work that they re- 
recorded several of the tracks. 


David McGough/ DMI 
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And they went into semi- 
hibernation. “We wanted to 
play with the songs ’til we got 
them right.” So rather than 
spend the money on studio 
time, they made their own 
studio in Derry, which’ll be 
open to local groups at a 
reasonable rate; though Da- 
mian denies the philanthropistic 
qualities, “we didn’t want the 
equipment to rust when we're 
away.” 

In Manhattan on a mini-tour 


Why D’ya 
Think They 
Call It Soap? 


HOLLYWOOD -—If you’re one 
of the many millions of televis- 
ion viewers addicted to soap 
operas, there’s a new product 
that can clean up your act. 

It's Daytime Soap, an obnox- 
iously fragranced bar that 
comes in a box resembling a TV 
set. The screen features a poke 
’n’ stroke scene of a handsome 
doctor smooching a beautiful 
amnesiac. 

However, no amount of 
Daytime or any other soap (this 
includes Tone) can erase Phoe- 
be Tyler’s ugly face from your 
mind. Rick Johnson 


to work out the new songs in a 
live setting, | saw their over- 
long, rather ordinary set at the 
Peppermint Lounge. But my 
disappointment was clouded by 
memories of superior sets. They 
were very good, not great. 
The Undertones haven't re- 
mained the same with the 
passing of the years, but they’ve 
remained true to the spirit of the 
pop. They've still got the 
positive touch, and they won't 
lose it. Iman Lababedi 
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x RON MAIDEN 


WORLD TOUR & MOB 
RULE T-SHIRTS $8.00, 
JERSEYS $10.00; HAND 
CROSS T-SHIRT $8.00; 
ALSO: 4,P,B 


ROLLING STONES 


HO 5. aie 
DRAGON 81 TOUR & 
JET 81 TOUR JERSEYS 
$12.50; STONES 
GROUP & STONES 
TONGUE T-SHIRTS 
$8.00, JERSEYS $10.00; 
ALSO: TP,H 


SIGNALS & MAN & 
STARS T-SHIRTS $8.00, 
JERSEYS $10.00; MOV- 
ING PICTURES T-SHIRT 
$8.00 ALSO: P,PA,BS, 
S,TP,B ,W,TS 
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NUMBER OF THE 
BEAST, KILLERS, & 
MAIDEN JAPAN 
T-SHIRTS (2 SIDED) 
$9.00, JERSEYS $11.00; 
ALSO: H,P,88,8,TS, 
PA,TP,HT, sw 


OZZY OSBOURNE 


EXECUTIONER & BLIZ- 
ZARD OF OZ T-SHIRTS 
$8.00; DIARY OF A 
MADMAN T-SHIRT 
$8.00; JERSEY $10.00 
ALSO: H,C,TS 


VAN HALEN 


sVAN HALEN 
te 


78 TOUR T-SHIRT $9.00; 
79, 80, 81, 82 TOWR 
T-SHIRTS $9.00; 
JERSEYS $12; ALSO: 
H,TP,B,TS 
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82 TOUR T-SHIRT $8.00, 
JERSEY $10.00. 


RAINBOW 


STRAIGHT BETWEEN 
THE EYES, DIFFICULT 
TO CURE (2 SIDED) 
T-SHIRTS $9.00, 
JERSEYS $11.00; ALSO: 
4,BS,PA,B8. 


PINK FLOYD 


SCREAMING HEAD, 
MARCHING HAMMERS, 
DARK SIDE OF THE 
MOON, TEACHER! 
GRINDER, & COLLAGE 
T-SHIRTS $8.00, 
JERSEYS $10.00; ALSO: 
T8,8,88,3,C 


JUDAS PRIEST 


SCREAMING FOR 
VENGENCE, & POINT 
OF ENTRY earn 
T-SHIRTS $9.00, 
JERSEYS $11.00; 
BRITISH STEEL 
T-SHIRT $8.00, JERSEY 
$10.00 ALSO: 8,PA,P,H, 
BS,HT,TP,TS 


STRONG ARM OF LAW 
& U.S. TOUR (2 SIDED) 
T-SHIRT $9.00, JERSEY 
$11.00; ALSO: P,B,88 


81 TOUR T-SHIRT 
$10.00; PENDANTS & 
VACATION T-SHIRTS 
$8.00 


RIOT 


RESTLESS BREED 
T-SHIRTS $9.00, 
JERSEYS $11.00 


SCORPIONS 
ND 


BLACKOUT T-SHIRT 
$8.00; LOGO T-SHIRT 
$8.00, JERSEY $10.00. 
ALSO: P 


JOURNEY 


MOTHERSHIP T-SHIRT 
$8.00, JERSEY $10.00; 
ESCAPE T-SHIRT $8.00, 
JERSEY $10.00; DEPAR- 
TURE & CAPTURED 
T-SHIRTS $8.00; ALSO: # 
c,Ts 


POLICE 


THE 


HOST IN Thee MACHEN 
GHOST IN THE 
MACHINE (2 SIDED) 
T-SHIRT $9.50, JERSEY 
$11.50; BADGE & 
ZENYATTA MONDATTA 
T-SHIRTS $8.00; ALSO: 
P,8,88,3,H,TP,HT,TS 


PRICE OF ALL ITEMS 


T-SHIRT $8.00 

T-SHIRT $9.00 

JERSEY $10.00 

JERSEY $11.00 

BASEBALL HAT 
7.50 


FULL COLOR 
POSTER $4.50 
Approx. size: 

22” x 34”; Check 
catalog for quantity 
discounts 

1983 CALENDAR 12” 
x 12” $4.50 


JOHN COUGAR @ 
HAIRCUT 100 @,A,P 

J. GEILS @,T8 
LOVERBOY 88 
BLACKFOOT @,A,PA,H 
ADAM & THE ANTS 


HT,P 
MOLLY HATCHET @,A 


REO W,J,H,PA,TS 
LYNYRD SKYNYRD 
W,J,P,TP,H,HT,TS 
QUARTER FLASH W 
ALICE COOPER W,J,T P 
DOUG & BOB McKENZIE W 
MOTELS T-SHIRT $9.50 
HUMAN LEAGUE @ 
SPRINGFIELD A 
NAZARETH T-SHIRT $10.50 
CHEAP TRICK W 

MOODY BLUES W,J, TP 
TRIUMPH HT,PA,B$,8,0 
POINT BLANK Q@,A 
JOHNNY VAN ZANDT @,A 
U2 T-SHIRT $9.50 (S.M.L) 
PAT BENATAR W,J 


MANY, MANY MORE. 


INCLUDES POSTAGE 
BS BUMPER STICKER 
$: 


2.50 
TP OFFICIAL TOUR 
PROGRAM $4.25 
B BUTTON $2.50 
PA PATCH $3.00 
$ 3"x 5" FULL COLOR 
STICKER $2.00 
MT HEAT TRANSFER 
T-SHIRT $6.00 
Sw STUDDED WRIST 
BAND $11.50 
TS TRANSPARENT 
STICKERS $3.00 


B.0.C. W,J,H,P 
THE WHO W,P 
PRETENDERS W,P 
HENDRIX W,J,P,4,8,4T 
UFO W,P 

DEF LEPPARD W 
GENESIS ®, TP,BS,8,HT 
TED NUGENT W,J,H 
BOB SEGER W,J,P,H 
LED ZEPPELIN W,P 
DOORS W,P 

YES W,TP 

SEX PISTOLS W,J,P 
BOSTON W,TP,P 
JETHRO TULL W,TP 
BEATLES W,J,P 

JOHN LENNON W,J,P 
QUEEN W,J,TP,P 
AEROSMITH W,J,TP 
TUBES W 

ELO W 

B-52s T-SHIRT $9.50 
PAT TRAVERS @,A 
MOTORHEAD P 
OUTLAWS @,A 


. SEE CATALOG 


T-SHIRTS AND JERSEYS ARE ALL SILK SCREENED 
ON 100% COTTON DOMESTIC SHIRTS. SIZES: S.M. 


L.XL 


FAST SERVICE ALLOW 1 WEEK FOR MONEY ORDERS, 


3 WEEKS FOR CHECKS, 
MUST ADD APPLICABLE 
MASTER CHARGE AND V’ 


NEW YORK RESIDENTS 
TAX. WE NOW ACCEPT 
ISA, SEND CREDIT CARD 


NUMBER, EXPIRATION DATE, AND SIGNATURE. 
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL REQUESTS WELCOME 


Rock Tops, De 


pt. C-2 


New Hampton, N.Y. 10958 


CREDIT CARD AND C.0.D. ORDERS 
CALL HOTLINE NUMBER: 914-355-1595 
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Swiss Miss 
Vs. Yello 
Snow! 


NEW YORK—The disco boom 
of the mid-’70s was the first 
place to prove that club. play 
was a viable alternative route 
for “breaking” a record. The 
clubs allowed disco to bypass 
radio and go straight to the 
consumers. 

Today the proliferation of 
“dance rock” clubs provides the 
same opportunity for a wider 
range of music, including rock, 
pop and especially that synthe- 
sized rhythmic fusion that’s 
been labeled electro-pop. The 
trend that began with Hurrah in 
New York has now spread to 
the point where almost every 
city in the country has at least 
one “dance rock” hangout, and 
the list of records that became 
club hits before becoming radio 
and chart hits is steadily grow- 
ing. The Human League, the 
Clash, Yaz, Flock of Seagulls 
and Yello are among those who 
have benefitted... 

Yello? You may not know 
the name but if you’ve been 
inside a club in the last few 
months you know the song 
“Bostich.” “Bostich” is a gem of 
the dance genre, devilishly 
catchy and completely silly. It’s 
foundation is a simple and 
steady dance beat colored with 
synthesized touches of odd 
sound. Over this is laid a 
repetitious, almost monotone 
vocal chant, almost ridiculous 
in its insistence, a kind of 
electro-pop version of “They’re 
Coming To Take Me Away.” 
But “Bostich” is more than a 
novelty number. Its easy re- 
cognition factor, high mixibility 
and danceability quickly made 
it a national d.j. favorite. 

Yello are a trio from Zurich, 
Switzerland, who create their 
records in a home studio. One 
of the partners is silent. Boris 
Blank, who composes and 
plays the music ona variety of 
synthesizers, doesn’t say any- 
thing but “I can’t speak very 
well English.” Dieter Meier, 
who does the vocals (you 
wouldn’t quite call it singing) 
and writes the lyrics, is there- 
fore spokesman by default. 

In his dark suit and tie, Dieter 
looks more like a Zurich banker 
on the loose for a wild weekend 
than a pop musician. | ask him 
what he thinks Yello is all 
about. 

“I think what we’re trying to 
do is very danceable craziness. | 
mean the rhythm aspect makes 
it available for everyone. And 
within this rhythm concept we 
try to create ourselves. We 
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Mommy's an airplane! 


Laura Levine 


don’t compromise. Even the 
rhythm thing isn’t a compro- 
mise. We believe very much in 
the importance of this whole 
dance movement. 

“I think it would work well 
anywhere. It’s not done for an 
avant-garde hip New York 
audience. And it did very well 
in the black community in New 
York, the black stations played 
it very much. Which is a very 
good sign for me. Because in 
our concept of our sound, it’s 
not just consumed by arty-farty 
intellectuals.” 

. The third member of Yello, 
not present, is Carlos Peron. 

“He’s our professional afic- 
ionado. He comes into the 
studio once a month and tells 
us what sounds good and what 
doesn't. | think it’s very impor- 
tant. If you’re in the middle of 
something you lose control, 
and you need contact with the 
outside world. Especially now 
that we have our own studio 
and unlimited time, you really 
don’t know anymore what a 
good mix is. If you can change 
it and change it. If you’re in a 
studio at 200 dollars a day you 
better finish it, so it makes the 
decisions easier. We had to 
learn to live with the freedom of 
our own studio. 

“I don’t consider myself a 
serious musician. I’m a serious 


gambler, a serious player of 
games.” 

The dance movement Dieter 
mentions has thrown up some 
wonderful new sounds, but it 
has also given rise to a lot of 
Copy-Cat records and a gener- 
al “sound” that make a lot of 
records fuse into a meaningless 
blur. 

“Of course there is always 
good music and bad music. In 
the Renaissance also there was 
good and bad dance music. We 
are trying in our sounds to be 
very original and fresh in 
ourselves. This whole dance 
music creates a lot of shit, I 
agree. But this tendency you 
have in every area. You have 
good and bad thriller novels, 
but the thriller as such is neither 
good nor bad. The thriller story 
is a construction.” 

Okay, but being in a move- 
ment creates a need to distin- 
guish yourself from it. And for 
me “You Gotta Say Yes To 
Another Excess,” the single 
Yello have just released as a 
follow-up to “Bostich,” doesn’t 
do it. “Bostich” sounded differ- 
ent. The new one, heard in a 
club, sounds like everything 
else being played. 

“Yeah, that is easily possible 
too, because there is a certain 
fashion for this music, | agree. 
But if I like this tie here and this 


tie becomes fashionable, that’s 
not a reason not to wear it. You 
have tobe yourself. And even 
with classical music, if you 
know the music you can listen 
to a piece of music and 
immediately identify what per- 
iod it was written in. So it’s the 
same thing today.” 

Dieter is also a filmmaker, 
and his innovative promo films 
for Yello have led to invitations 
to make promos for ABC, who 
are known for dazzling videos. 

“I work with film, not video 
tape. It’s more adventurous 
material. You can do more 
interesting things with the light, 
for example. 

“I’m not having any theories 
about what looks catchy or 
what sells. | like to play around, 
be very loose and free with the 
material.” 

I left thinking Dieter and 
Boris were an interesting pair 
who could again come up with 
something surprising. At the 
end, Dieter said something very 
strange. 

“Don’t you think Boris 
doesn’t look Swiss?” 

What does Swiss look like? 

“They have something in 
their eyes that knows they are 


servants.” 
Richard Grabel 


5 
Years Ago 


No More 
Mr. Nice 
Guys Road 
To Ruin 


Alice Cooper, who took 


leave of the N.Y. hospital © 


where he committed himself for 
alcohol rehabilitation to fly back 
to L.A. to play his part in the 
Sgt. Pepper movie, returned 
promptly upon its completion. 
How does he look? Fifteen 


pounds heavier, sporting Pan- 


cho Villa hair, and guzzling 
straight ginger ale. 


At Rhodes we've always 
felt there's a big difference 
between a keyboard that 
responds like a machine 
and one that plays like a 
musical instrument. 

At last there’s a 
synthesizer that comes up 
to our standards. 

Chroma. The first in a 
new family of products that 
takes the best of two 
worlds and synthesizes 
them into the most 
advanced musical 
instrument of its kind. A 
16-channel programmable 
polyphonic synthesizer that 
combines all you can ask for 


~ Finally, 


ey 
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in the sonic spectrum with 
an acoustic-style keyboard 
response. 

So, instead of 
pushing buttons 
that look like 
keys, you finally 
feel what you're 
playing. 

Not only that, 
but Chroma’s 
computer- 
compatible 
keyboard is 
digitally based. Making it 
the first performance 
synthesizer with 
programmable electronic 
architecture. 


The compatibility factor 
we're most proud of 
though, is the one 
all Rhodes 
instruments have 
with people. 
Because the way 
we look at music, 
all the advanced 
electronics in the 
world don't mean 
a thing unless 
you've got that 
human touch that 
makes music what it is. 
Feeling. 


Rhodes/Chroma 


, someone is prepared 
todo for the synthesizer 
at Rhodes did se the piano. 


dé In ‘é.. Take the 
a “i EL out of 


that slutty image, I 
don’t think I’ve changed. . 
--Martha | 


Davis | 9 
y , 


Ah yes...that night at the Capri Motel on 
Woodward, | remember. 


— and it’s. 
Motes 7 


by Sylvie Simmons 


In a smoke-filled cell up in Capitol 
Towers, that awesome Hollywood edifice 
modeled on an Ajax can, Martha Davis 
and Marty Jourard sit blinking under 
fluorescent lights and posters of Anne 
Murray. Motels. Two of them anyway. The 
other three (lanky bassist Michael Good- 
roe; new guitarist Guy Perry, famous for 
leaving Elephants Memory the week 
before John Lennon adopted them; and 
veteran British drummer and personal ac- 
quaintance of Jethro Tull, Brian Glascock) 
aren’t around. One of Martha’s two teen- 
age daughters is, though, popping in and 
out with Duran Duran paraphernalia to 
discuss with Mom and me the virtue of 
English boy cheekbones. 

Martha Davis hasn’t looked this happy 
since that time someone told her she could 
lose weight if she just drank whiskey and 
didn’t eat. Marty Jourard’s looking like a 
Hare Krishna who just sold a dozen 
carnations. Yes—life for the Motels these 
days, like the Martha Davis all-whiskey 
diet, is one big Happy Hour. See, the 
Motels these days are STARS. 

Not that anyone really expected any- 
thing else. | can remember the time when 
there were more A&K men and execs on 
the Sunset Strip than muggers and 
whores, falling over each other’s feet in 
their attempts to sign this band and rake in 
the dollars. This was back when just about 
every muso in the City of Angels wore a 
narrow tie and smirked, or torn T-shirts 
and scowled. And the Motels stood out— 
rather Martha stood out, stalking club 
stages like a bloody great cat, all in black 
from her hair to her stockings to her sheath 
skirt to her spiked-heeled shoes, staring 
wide-eyed and pale-faced into the aud- 
ience as the smoke climbed up the 
spotlight, tough but scared, theatrical film 
noir stuff that made you want to pop your 
fingers instead of clap when the song came 
to the end; you know the stuff. Back-alley 
Hollywood. 

The songs were creepy, obsessive, 
mannered little numbers full of sex, 
mutilation, passion, desperation and hor- 
ror. And no one (except Willy DeVille) 
looked as totally mesmerizingly cool 
smoking a Marlboro as our Martha. 
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Steven Stone 


The Motels think a cure for herpes is a must! 


Of course she looked a lot sleazier then 
—“a slutty looking chick who sang lead 
and made a lot of noise with a guitar a few 
times” as it said on the cover of an old local 
compilation album—and the band was a 
lot rawer. But it was agreed they'd be big, 
these Motels, and before long out came 
those creepy obsessive numbers on a 
debut Capitol album. 

Only Australia bought it. 

It didn’t help that the power was diluted, 
the production an embarrassment and 
radio interest non-existent. The band 
reckoned Capitol would forcibly — evict 
them, but out came a slightly more 
accessible second. It cracked the top 
hundred, which is.more than the first one 
did, but still wasn’t the kind of victory you 
retire on. Still, with heavy management 
(George Benson’s people) and their label 
behind them, the Motels seemed to be 
having the time of their lives as both 
companies’ “weird little band.” Martha and 
then-guitarist Tim McGovern were like 
Ron and Nancy heading up a loveable 
family of mischievous but well-meaning 
musicians. If their third album, All Four 
One, had been another “Hey, Hey We’re 
The Monkees” I wouldn’t have been 
surprised. Creepy obsessive numbers and 
psychodramas don’t tend to come out of 
utter bliss, Only the Motels seemed to bliss 
out entirely, disappearing from the planet 
for over a year between records before 
returning from who knows what Nirvana 
with their big hit record. Quite what, you'll 
find out later. 

But how come they finally made it so 
big? 

First, as the record company press 
releases have been telling me, it’s the Year 
of the Woman (nice to know we get one). 
Second (better late etc.) it’s the Year of 
New Wave. Third, everyone seems to 
have come to a comfortable compromise 
in this thing they now call New Music (an 
amalgam of “new wave” and good old 
“music” and less terrifying to aged 
programmers and record execs). In other 
words the synthesizer and energy. and 
preferably female singer convince them 
they're new, while the strong melodies, 
guitars and choruses convince them that 
the new’s not really so different from the 
old after all. 

And of course there’s the production 
job, the overall slick sound of this album 
that soothed AOR types into giving it a 
shot. It’s definitely been tampered with, but 
then so have most albums, and few could 
have tampered with this band’s records 
worse than the guy who produced the first 
two. OK, All Four One is nothing like their 
live shows. But as everyone who saw them 
and were disappointed in the other 
albums, pointed out, in one way or 
another none of their records have been 
anything like their live shows. At least this 
record retains more authentic Motels soul 
and sound than, say, the latest from 
another female L.A. new music band that’s 
doing well for itself—the Go-Go’s—who 
seem to have been primped into the 
musical equivalent of a Smiley bumper- 
sticker. 

But back to our happy band of Motels, 
who at this moment are looking a little 
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grim. 

“I was going to quit the band,” Martha 
tells me. “Quit her own band!” Marty 
echoes for emphasis. : 

“I was going,” continues Martha, “to 
open a restaurant. Seriously. It really got to 
that point. It was just everything at once.” 

To summarize: Tim McGovern and 
Martha split up. Tim and Motels split up. 
Motels and management split up. Record 
producer was sent packing. So was the first 
version of the Motels third album. Session 
players—session players!—were brought 
in. The whole band nearly split. It was not, 
they nod, a good year. “It was an all-time 
low. Hell in a handbag!” 

Six months after working on a third 
album—meant to be titled Apocalypso, 
now referred to as 3a—with the artwork 
ready, the lot, the band—already tense 
with former lovers Tim and Martha trying 
not to stare each other to death—took the 
finished songs to the record company. The 
_ once-smiling executives had funny looks 
on their faces. Bottom line: perhaps you 
might want to do it again? 

“They were looking for a hit single,” 
reckons Marty. “No doubt about it.” 

“Basically what they said was, we can 
release it now—if you want to...” says 
Martha. “We liked the album when we 
turned it in. I guess you’ve no idea how 
much better you can do something until 
you do it, but at that time...But we’ve got 
to trust them in one thing: knowing how to 
sell a record. So we went marching in, 
changing everything around.” 

Val Garay was brought in; the record 
biz’s favorite son after making a big new 
wave star out of a former MOR singer with 
“Bette Davis Eyes.” Tim McGovern was 
kicked out. Good timing for someone 
who’s arguably a tyrannical producer (and 
now the Motels’ manager) keeping in mind 
that Tim had one of the strongest personal- 
ities and ideas of musical direction in the 
band. ' 

“I tried to keep Tim in the band,” Martha 
protests. “But it had gone too far” after 
he’d moved out of her house. “Bad 
blood,” Marty shakes his head. 

“I told him, it shouldn’t have to end with 
the band, you’ve got a separate life and 
I’ve got mine and let’s just let it go. But it 
was coming right onstage. It was becoming 
The Tim And Martha Show. Tim had his 
show and | had mine, and it was 
remarkable because | think new volumes 
got reached on guitars and vocals” as they 
tried to outdo each other. “And you get 
tired,” sighs Martha. “You just get tired 
after a while. The thing with Tim was very 
emotional. We could still a room. He’d 
come in before a gig and everybody’s 
backstage and the whole band would be 
like gaaaaaahh! I was just exhausted and 
ready to pack the whole thing in.” Instead 
she was persuaded to “go, ‘Oh God,’ take 
a deep breath, let’s go.” 

“We call her Slow Burn Davis,” chortles 
Marty. “Once she decides something, she 
won't change her mind back.” 

“There’s tons of slack to be had,” adds 
Martha, “but when that’s gone, it’s over. At 
that point I had a few pow-wows with Val 
and we were in recording the next day. 
Gone was Apocalypso; in was All Four 
One. Enter album 3b.” 

The difference between a and b (“I still 
like that darn album!”) has something to 
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Martha likes Marty's toy better. 


Hard-working Martha Davis.takes time out to 
fondle.some fingers. 
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do with the entrance of the entire Kim ; 


Carnes backing band. No kidding. Val’s 
session army trooping in on one of L.A.’s 
earliest new wave bands to take over. 


Martha: “Val looked at me and said, — 
‘when Tim leaves, there goes the best . 


musician in the band.’ So I went ‘great, 
what do you want me to do? Fire my 
whole band?’ Everybody was flipping. Val 
was completely blown away because he’d 
just finished doing “Bette Davis Eyes’ and 
now he gets this reject from Capitol! Every- 
body was going crazy and it was all on me. 
Waaaa!! 

“And I said, ‘well I’ll tell you what I’m not 
going to do: I’m not going to fire my band. 
If we need to organize some things right 
now, that’s what we’re going to do and it'll 
work out. When Tim left we didn’t have 
time to start auditioning guitar players. 
And Val was pulling his hair out. He said, 
‘Tll get on the phone and get Kim Carnes’ 
guys over here.” 

“Witness the destruction of my ego,” 
squeals Marty. “Sure. We’re the Motels, 
you're going to do what? It was the typical 
cliché in Hollywood. Bring in the guys who 
can really play the instruments because us 
mere hacks who can jump around onstage 
a lot can’t do it. That’s the way it looks. It 
was a pain.” 

Martha: “I just sat everybody down and 
said ‘look, we have this much time to do 
this album and this much money. We’ve 
already spent this much and it’s gone. 
We're here for the songs. We’re not here 
for our health or our egos. We’re just going 
to have to grit our teeth and bear it and do 
whatever has to be done to make this 
album as fast as possible and as good as 
possible.’ 

“It would get to where if so-and-so 
couldn't do the track in three hours, he was 
out and the other guy was in. It was real 
brutal and we had people crying and 
wanting to go home. I was waiting for them 
to bring the other singer in! In the end we 
ended up all working together, really 
closely.” 

“I got real defensive,” Marty says, a bit 
guilty like a cult member who’d doubted 
his guru. “You know, ‘what do you mean I 
can’t play on beat?’ But it wasn’t like I had 
all the answers either and that someone 
was just ramming in on us. It wasn’t like 
everything was going fine till they brought 
in those damn session players! Things were 
not going fine. They were going wrong. 
Rapidly. We're eventually maturing. 


. Bringing in other people who do one 


specific thing for a living, they’re going to 
be able to do it better than me. If your ego 
is strong enough it doesn’t bother you. It 
isn’t holiday time when you’re making a 
record.’ 

Mature is a word that’s been raising its 
little grey head in most of the reviews of 
that last album. Slick’s another one. So’s 
professional. “We like professionals,” pro- 
tests Martha. “We call them ‘qualified 
personnel.’ ” So’s sell-out. SELL-OUT! 
Allowed the Motels sound to be changed in 
pursuit of filthy lucre, eh? 

Marty: “If you have a preconceived idea 
of what a band should do artistically, then 
you're always going to be disappointed. 
Like I’ve been striving to become a slicker 
sax player. And slick never means good. 
My whole life I’ve tried to get better, in 
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SUGAR CUBES FOR 
THE NEW DEPRESSION 


by Bill Holdship | 


Richard Butler, the Psychedelic Furs’ 
chain-smoking vocalist, often sounds like 
an extremely angry man on record. Some 
people have compared his raspy voice to a 
resigned but still enraged Johnny Rotten 
(though lately he’s turned a bit more 
towards a Bowie-style croon), while others 
have labeled him a misanthrope, possibly 
due to the number of times he referred to 
people as “stupid” (most critics stopped 
counting after 15) on the band’s debut LP. 
Naturally, one might expect to find a sar- 
castic, venom-spewing malcontent when 
meeting Butler for the first time, but that’s 
hardly the person I recently spoke to at a 
Detroit Holiday Inn. 

The man behind the voice seems a 
sensitive individual with a great sense of 
humor and genuine concern for people. 
That isn’t to say he doesn’t have his 
moments. Backstage after the show, I 
watched him snap “You apparently don’t 
have much intelligence” at someone he felt 
had asked a particularly dumb question. 
Still, the two ended up on good terms by 
the time it was all over, and both seemed 
pleased with the results. 

“Well, I actually don’t like most people,” 
laughs Butler in reply to the misanthrope 
charges. “In fact, I only like a couple of 
people, and even then I’m not very nice. 
No, it’s not true at all. I like people. 

“I think I’m basically an idealist. That’s 
where the sarcasm, irony and bitterness 
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come from because I’m disillusioned by 
certain ideas. You know what could be 
happening in the world, and people have 
been saying it should be happening for so 
long, but then you don’t see it happen at 
all. 

“Society tends to place people in a 
structure, telling them what they’re sup- 
posed to think. One of the big problems 
nowadays is that people tend to believe 
exactly what they’re told without question- 
ing it. That’s-what I find depressing and 


The boys would enjoy being members of 
lron Maiden—"“if only”! ! 


disillusioning. What I find optimistic are 
people who think for themselves and make 
their own minds up about things. That’s 
what our basic message is all about—en- 
couraging people to think for themselves. 
That’s why I don’t write lyrics that are 
obvious. I don’t want to say, ‘Here, take 
this because it’s the right way to think’ like 
the Clash or bands that assume a specific 
political stance. I prefer to work inside 
people’s heads a bit more, and give them 
some credit for having a brain—working 
from the inside out. If you can make 
somebody think they’re remotely intelli- 
gent, they can usually reach some 
conclusions of their own.” 

Butler’s lyrics are, indeed, less than 
obvious. He strings words together in a 
way that may not create complete senten- 
ces, but are very successful in transmitting 
definite moods, feelings and thoughts. He 
chooses words carefully, so not to make 
“gods out of useless drivel,” creating vivid 
or ambiguous images that continually jump 
out and attack the listener on both a 
conscious and subconscious level. Hence, 
the lyrics have as much to do with the 
band’s “psychedelic” tag as the music 
does. “I think psychedelia is anything that 
opens your head up a bit,” he explains. 

Some of the better lyrics are reminiscent 
of Bob Dylan during his Rimbaudian 
hallucination period, and Butler admits 
that Zimmy was a major influence on his 
words (“My dad started buying his records 
when I was about 12, and carried on right 
through John Wesley Harding”), although 
he prefers Dylan Thomas to Rimbaud 
whose poetry he “didn’t enjoy at all.” Like 
Dylan’s best material, the Furs’ lyrics 
transcend topical politics and issues, and 
because they encompass things that are 
constant like love and death, their music 
will probably stand the test of time. 

“I don’t like to talk about specific 
meanings of songs,” says Butler, “because 
when you say exactly what the lyrics are 
about, again it makes it so’ people don’t 
have to think. They’re being told. There 
was this guy who recently came up to me 
after a show, and he had written out what 
he thought I was saying at the end of 
‘Pretty In Pink.’ The lyrics had purposely 


“Amos & Andy? Here?" 


been buried in the mix so people could 
make up their own interpretations. And he 
had all this great stuff written out—things 
about Oedipus and Greek mythological 
characters and the rain and spitting at turn- 
tables. He asked me if it was anywhere 
near what! was saying, and even though it 
wasn’t, I just had to say ‘Yeah.’ That 
showed me it worked. I mean, just the end 
of that song had made a guy write his own 
poetry!” 
wk w 

“You have to be crazy to stay in this 
place/You just have to laugh at it all...” 

I’m pretty well convinced that the ’80s 
are going to be an age of insanity, and 
lately I find myself thinking more and more 
about death. Which isn’t to say I wallow in 
depression all the time, but just take a look 
at the political, economic and emotional 
landscape around you, and it doesn’t take 
a visionary to see that there’s a hell of a lot 
to be depressed about. Beyond all that, 
there are just the basic facts of nature 
which alone make it difficult enough. (You 
or someone close to you may die today, 
but have a nice one anyway.) 

Which is why when I listen to music, I 
don’t care if it makes me sad, angry 
or bitter, but I don’t want to be depressed 
by it. Escapism isn’t my thing, but, on the 
other hand, I don’t need the post-Joy 
Division doomsayers telling me how rotten 
people are and how totally fucked the 
world is. I know it’s fucked, but there’s still 
a lot of good and beauty to be found if you 
look hard enough. Even the darkest 
visions of bands like the Velvet Under- 
ground and the Doors were tempered with 
fleeting glimpses of redemption, if only 
through invigorating music or melody. | 
still want a little hope with my music, which 
is what the best rock ’n’ roll (a dead issue?) 
always seemed to provide. 

That’s why it seems a bit ironic that after 
three albums, each better than the preced- 
ing one, the Psychedelic Furs have 
become one of my favorite bands. Richard 
Butler’s visions are often extremely bleak, 
while the music of guitarist John Ashton 
and bassist Tim Butler (Richard’s brother) 
has many dark and foreboding elements. 
‘ But even though the Furs’ music some- 
times makes me think of death (“Death is 
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something I’m very interested in,” admits 
Richard), their overall effect has always 
been one of exhiliration. Beneath the 
gloom, there’s a strong sense of really 
caring about it all in a positive sort of way, 
and that’s something I can spell h-o-p-e. 
The Furs’ debut LP was a harrowing 
post-punk venture that took a bitter look at 
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--Richard 
Butler 


society and its “universal absolutes,” point- 
ing out the absurdity of it all, and conclud- 
ing that everything we’ve been taught— 
especially in the realm of idealism—is a 
vicious lie. The music was a constant rhy- 
thmic drone—raw and primal with faint 


“Good God! You mean Hamburger Mary 
really exists? !?” 


They get mad when there's no Crisco or 
Wesson oil after the show! 


traces of melody—and “psychedelic” in 
the same sense that ’60s “trash” bands 
like the Seeds or the Velvet Underground’s 
“Sister Ray” could. be considered psyche- 
delic. This was one band of the time that 
wasn’t afraid to flaunt and combine in- 
fluences from rock’s past with its present— 
the name “Psychedelic” was a reaction to 
the British punks slagging of ’60s rock— 
and as Richard points out: “I think Syd 
Barrett’s Pink Floyd was more anarchic 
musically than most of the punk bands 
combined.” 

Talk Talk Talk, the Furs’ follow-up, 
revealed less rage than sadness. The band 
added stronger melancholy melodies to 
the drone, as Butler set his sights on “love” 
and sex, using the state of romance as a 
metaphor for (once again) the absurdity of 
it all with great lines like “Some people are 
dancing/And some fall in love to the music 
of military tunes.” Butler says the conclu- 
sion he reached from Talk Talk Talk was 
“Don’t believe anything you’re told about 
love,” although he adds that “Love My 
Way”—the single from the new Todd 
Rundgren-produced LP Forever Now— is 
also “a conclusion in a sense.” 

“Love My Way” sort of subscribes to the 
John Lennon theorem that any kind of 
love is OK as long as it’s love. “It’s basically 
addressed to people who are fucked up 
about their sexuality, and says ‘Don’t worry 
about it.’ It was originally written for gay 
people.” The song is just one example of 
Forever Now being what Butler calls “a bit 
more positive” and “romantic,” not to 
mention “more to the point lyrically.” 
Although songs like “President Gas” and 
“No Easy Street” still present chilling 


pictures of the current political scene, 


when Butler sings “It really doesn’t matter, 
does it anyway today?” on “Yes I Do” 
(retitled “Merry Go Round” with additional 
lyrics on the U.K. version), he makes it 
sound like it matters more than anything in 
the world. And every time I hear Butler 
ranting at the end of “Run And Run,” one 
of the best songs released by anyone this 
year, it’s as exciting and good as sex, 
drugs, food, religion or any of the other 
things we use to dull the pain. 

The “love is OK” idea apparently wasn’t 
the only thing the Furs borrowed from the 
Fab Four, as many critics have suggested 
that the LP’s use of cello owes a lot to the 
Beatles’ psychedelic period. “It was a 
definite influence, though I don’t think we 
used it like the Beatles, except for ‘Sleep 
Comes Down’ which is a lot like the end of 
‘A Day In The Life.’ But that was just a lick 
that seemed perfect for the song, so I 
thought, ‘Why not?’ We ripped off Stravin- 
sky’s ‘Rites Of Spring’ for ‘President Gas’ as 
well.” 

Butler admits that Rundgren’s near-per- 
fect version of “Strawberry Fields” was one 
of the things that initially attracted him to 
the producer. “I figured if he could re- 
produce all those different sounds, he 


could probably do the sounds we wanted, ° 


too. He was really into the project. In fact, 
he paid for a lot of it because we went 
over-budget.” The band was so impressed 
with Rundgren that they plan to enter the 
studio with him again in December to cut 
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“I own three Carvins and they're all 
incredibly good guitars.” 
— Howard Leese, Heart 


The DC150 is available direct from Carvin 
for $495 including custom hardshell case. Also 
available with red, white or koa wood finishes 
and in lefthand models. Try one on the job for 
10 days and if not convinced of its superior 
craftsmanship, sound and playability we'll 
refund your money. 
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Send $1 for your 80 page Carvin Color 
Catalog. Send $2 to RUSH by Ist Class mail. 
$5 for foreign countries. For product informa- 
tion, call Toll-Free 800-854-2235 (Calif. 
800-542-6070). Master Charge & Visa 
Accepted. 
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Dept. CM-45 , 1155 Industrial Ave., 
Escondido, CA 92025 


by John Mendelssohn 


One day soon, there will be no more 
stuffed animals in the world. No stuffed 
koalas or pandas or ocelots or giraffes will 
remain for parents to bring their brave little 
tykes in the pediatric wards of hospitals. 
Pubescent girls will have no more stuffed 
leopards or ponies or lynxes to snuggle 
while they jabber on the telephone. And 
no stuffed teddy bears will be found in the 
rooms of Elvis impersonators who are 
intent on recreating every phase of the 
King’s life. 

One day soon, all the stuffed animals in 
the world will have been presented to 
Stevie Nicks while she is on stage with 
Fleetwood Mac. 

Or on stage without Fleetwood Mac. 
Industry insiders assure us that it won’t be 
long before Stevie goes her own way, for 
she has her own manager, who won't let 
her talk to Rolling Stone, and a hit solo 
album and tour to her credit. 

Likewise, Lindsey Buckingham, the 
other half of the duo whose recruitment in 
1976 transformed Fleetwood Mac from the 
blues band that time forgot into mega- 

vplatinum ultrasuperstars, makes no secret 
of the fact that he much prefers working on 
<his own projects these days. 
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& And John McVie gives the very distinct 


impression of not being long for this world, 
let alone the group. 

Which means that the time to get to 
know these five nice people who make 
nice music for nice people is right now, 
before they scatter every which way. 

An electrician who did some wiring in 
her home assured CREEM that keyboard- 
ist Christine McVie, in marked contrast to 
her boyfriend at the time, Dennis Wilson, is 
as unaffected and gracious a person as one 
might yearn to do wiring for. Her 
deportment on stage serves to affirm this 
impression. The only time she gets stuffed 
animals or bouquets is when somebody 
who’s about to be throttled by a security 
gorilla despairs of getting Stevie’s attention. 
But she neither glowers or sulks about this, 
nor makes a spectacle of herself in an 
attempt to pilfer some of Stevie’s thunder. 
In doing so, she represents the English 
temperamentat its noblest. 

She was the lone female instrumentalist 
in an otherwise all-male group while Gang 
Of Four’s Sara Lee was still in Pampers 
(assuming that they have Pampers in the 
U.K.), if barely into puberty herself when 
the Honeycombs (“Have I The Right?”) 
comprised a female drummer. But Honey 


Stevie often amuses record company 
presidents with her disarming use of stuffed 


toys to make vital business points. 
Chris Walter 


Cozy Powell's 
reasons for 
playing Yamaha 
System Drums. 


Cozy Powell 


I'd been playing the same 
set of drums for ten years 
when I met up with the 
Yamaha people during a 
tour of Japan with Rainbow. 
I told them that if they 
could come up with a kit 
that was stronger, louder 
and more playable than 
what I had, I'd play it. So 
they came up with this 
incredible heavy rock kit 
with eight ply birch shells, 
heavy-duty machined hoops 
and a pair of 26” bass 
drums that are like bloody 
cannons. And since I’m a 
very heavy player who 
needs a lot of volume, 
Yamahas are perfect for me. 
And the sound just takes 
off—the projection is fan- 
tastic so I can get a lot of 
volume without straining. 

There isn’t an electric 
guitarist in the world who 
can intimidate me, and I’ve 
played with the loudest. 
Yamaha drums just cut 
through better, like a good 
stiletto. They have the fat- 
test, warmest, most power- 
ful sound of any kit I’ve 
played and they can really 
take it. For my style, 
Yamaha is the perfect all- 
around rock kit. For more 
information, write: Yamaha 
Musical Products. A Divi- 
sion of Yamaha Interna- 
tional Corp. Box 7271, 
Grand Rapids, MI 49510. 
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of the Honeycombs probably wouldn’t 
have looked nearly so cool with an 
accordion in her hands, as Ms. McVie has 
for the great Fleetwood Mac hit “Tusk.” 
And she sings on key a lot more than 
Stevie. 

Schedule conflicts precluded CREEM’s 
chatting with her personally, but her 
former spouse and namesake, John, did 
make himself available, for what the 
group’s publicist swore was the only time 
on their 1982 tour, in spite of the fact that 
the then current Rolling Stone’s piece 
about them positively bulged with wry and 
ribald quotes from the bewhiskered bassist. 

At the moment of our introduction, 
deep in the intestinal tract of the Fabulous 
Forum, where their nice music would soon 
drive 17,505 nice kids wild with glee two 
evenings running, McVie regarded 
CREEM warily from beneath a cap such as 
might be worn either by a baseball player 
or a sports fisherman. His vanishing silver 
hair and dour countenance gave him an 
unusually mature appearance. He looked 
like someone’s dad. When asked what he 
liked most about being in Fleetwood Mac 
in 1982, he sipped from a plastic glass of 
vodka, hesitated at great length, and 
murmured, “Being with my_ friends,” 
which struck CREEM as rather a curious 
reply. When asked what he liked least 
about being in Fleetwood Mac in 1982, he 
sipped his drink once more, hesitated even 
longer, and murmured, “Seeing them 
sick.” (Poor Stevie was thought to have 
had walking pneumonia the day CREEM 
came to call.) 

Later, when CREEM wondered what 
gave him the most pleasure away from 
music, McVie looked perplexed, put- 
upon, and perturbed for a while, before 
asking that the tape recorder be turned off. 
“Getting up,” he muttered at last. By and 
by, he haltingly explained that doing so 
was no easy thing for him, and meaningful- 
ly held his plastic glass aloft when CREEM 
wondered why. “We party hard,” he 
revealed with a rueful smirk. Pressed to 
continue, he confessed that he also 
relished “a good dump, sailing and sex” 
with his wife of four years. 

What a down-to-earth guy. 

Having seen her Bella Donna LP soar to 
the pinnacle of the charts and toured 
successfully on her own, Stevie Nicks 
strikes lots of longtime McVie fans as more 
confident than ever on stage these days. 
But CREEM wondered if this is such a 
good thing. While the years have rough- 
ened up her voice in rather an agreeable 
way, she still often allowed her vibrato to 
get carried away with itself, and what could 
be less agreeable than the uninhibited 
bleating that results? Indeed, there are 
those who enjoy her most when someone 
else is singing, leaving her free to make a 
very big production of playing a tambou- 
rine that you wouldn't be able to hear if 
you were in her dress with her. 

CREEM longed to engage her in 
conversation, but she had to conserve 
what little strength her walking pneumonia 
had left her for her adoring, stuffed-animal- 
wielding public. 

If only Mick Fleetwood were the group’s 
singer rather than its drummer, you’d see 
members of the casts of all your favorite 
late-night comedy programs doing impres- 


Laura Levine 


“I dunno. Undies are...my life!" 


sions of him every week of the year. Nine 
feet tall though he seems to be, his drums 
obscure him to the point at which 
few notice that he makes as rivetingly gro- 
tesque a spectacle of himself on stage as 
Joe Cocker used to. He’s rather less 
handsome than, say, Billy Idol to begin 
with, and when he really gets into his 
playing—contorting his face, bugging his 
eyes, and opening his maw so wide that 
Stevie could lose her tambourine down 
it—it’s strictly a stare-if-you-dare situation. 

If he didn’t exist, one suspects, John 
Cleese would have invented him. While 
being interviewed, he likes to flip his long, 
straggly hair up in the back. He tells 
CREEM that, in the 15 years he’s been a 
member of Fleetwood Mac, “there’ve been 
unhappy times, but it’s never gotten... 
distasteful.” He’s glad that he isn’t a 
songwriter, since songwriters are prone to 
paranoia when their songs aren’t coming 
together as smoothly as they might wish. 
He has recorded an album in Africa with 
African musicians, and hopes to do one in 
South America with South American 
musicians. And he has this to say about his 
great wealth: “The other day, when my 
house nearly burned down, I almost 
wanted it to happen, just so that I’d be free 
from any feeling of clutching at my 
possessions. I certainly enjoy having 
money, but I’d hate to think it was part of 
my character.” 

There are those who'll tell you that 
avarice is indeed a part of his character. It’s 
said that, when the rest of the group 
discovered he’d been helping himself to a 
much larger cut than he’d let on at the end 
of his six-year tenure as the group’s 
manager, the rest of the group were so 
upset that they’d have throttled him with 
their bare hands except for the fact that 
none of them could reach his neck. 

A candid sod, Lindsey Buckingham 
doesn't try to tell CREEM that the chances 
of Fleetwood Mac soon ceasing to be aren’t 
pretty good. “I think everyone in rock ’n’ 
roll understands that popularity has a 
limited lifespan,” he notes. “I think all of us 
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So it's settled? Stevie will give her life for the 
stuffed animals of the world! 


Mick, since “making a Fleetwood Mac 

album is sort of like making a movie— 

everything is thought out on a conscious 
level, and then second- or third-quessed. 

The approach I prefer, though, is more like 

painting. Painters will tell you that they 

often begin work with one thing in mind, 
but that, after a while, the work leads them 
in a completely different direction. 

“It’s more of a subconscious process. 
Working that way, I find that | experience 
the work a lot more intimately. Being that 
connected can’t help but have a vitalizing 

, effect on the music.” 

Of his former leading lady, he cops to no 
alousy. “In some ways, | suppose that 
m not as appreciated by the audience in 
general as Stevie. But I’m very much 
appreciated by my peers both in the group, 
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sand a rumpled fedora perched atop his 
© dark chestnut curls, he howled joyously, 


Christine likes to meet crypto-bourgeois 
revisionists at music biz parties! 


are conscious of the danger of being 
trapped in a dead end.” 

The sight and sound of tens of 
thousands of fans squealing with delight at 
the sight of him, he claims, isn’t so terribly 
exhiliarating to him anymore. ‘You get 
used to it,” he shrugs, “and you start to 
take it for granted. Not that people go 
crazy every night, because we do draw a 
more...refined audience. 

“Basically, you enjoy either the adula- 
tion or the work. For me, the work is more 
important. I can’t deny that, once I get up 
there on stage, I do enjoy it, but I prefer 
being in the studio, facing new challenges 
all the time. You don’t really learn 
anything on tour, except maybe in a sheer 
playing-of-instrument way. The main chal- 
lenge of performing is to create the illusion 
that it’s fun every night, to keep the 
audience from seeing the. wheels turning.” 

The night CREEM was in the audience, 
it ought to be noted, the blaSe Mr. B. came 
across as nothing less than one of the most 
wonderful live performers in pop today. 
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stamped his feet like an ecstatic infant, 
duckwalked as though kneeless, and 
generally seemed to be having as much fun 
as it’s possible to have without passing out, 
or being Bruce Springsteen. 

He concedes that being a member of 
Fleetwood Mac has come to feel more and 
more like a day job. “It’s getting more and 
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gotten distasteful. 
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McVie 

more like that,” he says, “since my tastes 
run much more to the progressive and the 
exotic than the group’s image allows.” 

Much as he adores being in the studio, 
he’d much rather be there on his own—as 
he was for whole great hunks of Tusk— 
than with Stevie, Christine, John and 


and also by other peers in the industry who 
know what I’m about. Not being one of the 
most visible...well, obviously I am a visible 
member of the group, but not as much as 
Stevie, or even Mick,.so I can still walk 
down the street without anyone bothering 
me, which is great.” 

Away from the group, he loves to return 
to the scene of his happy youth in the 
wealthy San Francisco Peninsula commu- 
nity of Atherton. “But every time I do,” he 
titters, “I seem to get sick. I suppose I let 
my defenses down or something, and 
whatever’s floating around in my body 
attacks me.” 

What does he forsee for himself? “Well, I 
definitely don’t want to be out on tour 
when I’m 45. My main contribution to the 
band has always been as a producer, and I 
think that the sense of what will or won’t 
work that’s involved in that may be 
transferable to other forms. Movies, for 
instance, interest me greatly. But | 
wouldn’t want to just play at something— 
to do something that I wasn’t knowledge- 
able about. I do know that I'll always want, 
to make records—provided that records 
continue to be made!” eS 
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by Richard Robinson 


I don’t know if you’ve stopped to look in 
the window of your local’stereo electronics 
store recently or taken the time to browse 
among the display counters, but if you 
haven't you’ve missed out on the fact that 
a remarkable change has taken place in 
what used to be called “the state of the 
art.” In fact, sound electronics have 
achieved staggering levels of sophistica- 
tion, and simultaneously the cost of this 
often brilliant technology is literally half of 
what the “state of the art” was ten, even 
five, years ago. 

No matter how you. choose to listen to 
your music—record, cassette, FM stereo 
broadcast—the modern sound systems 
provide better sound, with more user 
control, than any of the innovations of ’60s 
and ’70s electronics. In part, this is because 


These speakers aren't phoning home, they're 
coming to take you away. 
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of the research and development of the 
“state of the art” over the past two 
decades; in part it’s because “the state of 
the art” has been reached, overshot, for- 
gotten, and electronics manufacturers 
have relaxed, producing components that 
now deliver more than they promise. 

The current Consumer Electronics Show 
(a semi-annual trade show at which 
American, Japanese, and European man- 
ufacturers unveil their latest marvels) 
provides a preview of the components that 
will reach local electronics retailers during 
the next six months. If you’re still bumping 
along with a stereo system you purchased 
years ago, the following new toys may 
convince you that your ears. deserve an 
update... 

Perhaps you’ve noticed that stereo 
speakers are beginning to look more and 
more like they just arrived from outer 
space. Many different theories have been 
advanced as to what a speaker should do 
(and sound like), the result being that the 


Listen to FM rock in stereo and play a “video” 
game, check out the time, and try to 
remember to look where you're going. 


This point source speaker shoots the sound 
right at you. 


listener can now find a set of speakers that 
will please his/her ears almost exactly. 
Take your favorite record or tape along to 
your stereo store and listen; you'll discover 
that little speakers in metal boxes, big 
speakers in walnut veneer, odd-shaped 
speakers in even odder-shaped enclosures 
each have a distinct quality when they 
reproduce sound. 

One interesting speaker system is the 
PS-8 Point Source Loudspeaker System 
from Audio-Technica. The idea is that 
stereo listeners want the left and right 
speaker sound to create a really definite 
stereo image—“approaching true point 
sources” as the manufacturer describes it. 
According to Audio-Technica’s Marketing 
Manager, Milo Kosich, their new PS-8 
($179.95 retail) and PS-10 ($249.95) 


speaker systems do just that—“their chief 


departure from conventional designs being 
the radically smaller baffle they exhibit. By 
minimizing the baffle area, “diffraction is 
dramatically reduced so the reproduced 
sound comes from a specific point. Stereo 
imaging, as the result, is greatly im- 
proved.” 


Hold onto the ceiling—these speakers will 
make your living room sound like a 
recording studio. 


You don't see this record player if it's playing 
a record. 


The traditional “platter and tone-arm” 
look of the record turntable has been 
replaced with several different machines 
for playing records. There are any number 
of direct-drive turntables with computer 
controlled mechanics that will get the most 
accurate sound of the record; there are 
also slim boxes into which you insert your 
record, never to see (or touch it again) as 
the computer plays one side and then the 
other according to what buttons you push, 
and then there’s the front load turntable 
such as the PS-FL1 ($230 retail) which 
Sony has introduced. 

The PS-FL1 is a fully-automatic, direct- 
drive turntable that follows a “works in a 
drawer” concept. The entire turntable 
mechanism is a single unit which slides out 
of its holder so you can put on your record, 
then slides back in to play the record. As a 
result, you can stack other stereo compon- 
ents on top of each other. According to 
Sony High Fidelity Products General Man- 
ager Osamu Naka: “These turntables 
maintain the most accurate tracking geo- 
metry possible in a front-loading configura- 
tion.” Among the features of this Sony 
front-loading design are both manual and 
automatic start-stop-repeat controls, pho- 
to-sensors to select record sizes, special 
mute circuit to eliminate pops when the 
stylus is lowered onto the groove, a special 
no-scratch record spindle and an auto- 
matic dust cover. 

There’s no doubt that the audio cassette 
has become the most popular way to listen 
to recorded music, especially for those 
who make their own tapes so that they can 
select just the music they want to hear in 
the order they want to hear it. Several 
electronics manufacturers have realized 


A home computer for your cassettes. 
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just how important the cassette is to a 
generation of music listeners, and have 
produced cassette machines that make it 
extremely easy to make tapes and copies 
of tapes. 

One such machine is the Sanyo MW15F 
($199.95 retail) which is 
cassette/radio system that features AM/ 
FM stereo, shortwave, powerful two-way 
speakers, and a double cassette recorder. 
With two stereo cassette mechanisms 
built into the same machine, the user can 
make copies of tapes quickly and easily— 
merely engaging the ‘synchro switch’ and 
pressing the record button. In addition, the 
MW1L5F has a continuous playback mech- 
anism which switches to tape B when tape 
A has ended, allowing twice as much 
automatic playback as a one cassette 
player. 

If you’re interested in the latest Walk- 
man-type sound, Sanyo is also keeping 
ahead of the times with their new RP77 
AM/FM personal stereo radio ($49.95), 
this particular unit featuring a built-in liquid 
crystal game board and clock as well as 
radio, all in a compact package that 


a portable - 


This machine will play two cassettes, one 
right after the other, or make copies from one to the other. 


measures less than 3” by 6” by 2”. 

The concept of a stereo system that is 
built along the same lines as a portable 
AM/FM stereo cassette “ghetto blaster,” 
but which features internal electronics that 
compare with those in a_ sophisticated 
stereo system, has resulted in a number of 
‘mini’ portable stereo systems such as the 
J3 Mini Portable Stereo from Hitachi. This 
system is amazingly compact, yet produces 
a powerful sound and includes a five band 
graphic equalizer, a stereo tuner, stereo 
cassette deck with soft touch controls, 
Dolby B noise reduction and a two-way 
speaker system with 3/4” woofers: 

If you’ve ever wanted to turn your living 
room into the control room of a recording 
studio, JBL now makes it possible with 
their JBL L300 speakers which are the 
home version of their large studio moni- 
tors. The result is a speaker that can be , 
played very, very loud with incredibly 
accurate reproduction. JBL is known for its 
solid sound speakers, such as their L250 
which they say is “the most accurate loud- 
speaker possible,” and provides “high 

TURN TO PAGE 64 


Totally integrated power for your stereo— and you get to man the controls. 
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The newest look in reasonably priced cassette decks. 
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A Morning Walk 


» With Steve 


Or Why There'll Always Be An England 


by Jeff Nesin 


Winston Churchill would be proud. 
Steve Winwood apologizes for being 
delayed, motions us both into equally 
uncomfortable chairs (leaving the plush 
one graciously vacant), and gives me his 
full attention. Polite, thoughtful, clear- 
headed and forthright, he seems to 
embody qualities of Englishness that are far 
older and more honorable than the “Falk- 
land Spirit.” 

My expectations overturned, I am 
temporarily starstruck by the unique 
combination of modest demeanor and 
massive music history before me. I remem- 
ber the handsome British teenager with the 
miraculously Ray Charles-ish voice who 
wrote, sang and played most ofthe leads 
on the mid-’60s hits ofthe Spencer Davis 
Group. | remember the paler and wilder 
founding father of Traffic, who made some 
of the most original music of the late ’60s. I 
remember the guitar hero (and the voice, 
always the voice) who rumbled nose to 
nose with Eric Clapton in Blind Faith, the 
first cruiserweight “super group” to test the 
international waters. | remember him as 
the energetic focus of Traffic’s reemerg- 
ence (John Barleycorn Must Die) whose 
energy seemed to dissipate as the sales 
figures began to swell (Low Spark Of High 
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Heeled Boys, Shoot Out At The Fantasy 
Factory). And finally, | remember the se- 
cluded country squire as one-man-band 
who unleashed “While You See A 
Chance,” the most inescapable hit of 
1981, on an unsuspecting world. I remem- 
ber it all and so does ‘he. Very clearly. After 
18 years as a rock ’n’ roll star, Steve Win- 
wood is somehow robust and sensible. 


Steve passes Gloucestershire's famous 
pop-art sculpture, Man Holding Cigarette. 


Steve (He’s bigger than I thought he’d 
be—definitely not a Stevie.) is in this: 
country only briefly, in support of Talking 
Back To The Night, a late summer gem 
that has given me a lot of pleasure. No, 
he’s not going to tour. He’s put in quite 
enough road time now, thank you. So, 
naturally enough, I ask about the idyllic life 
that he earned the hard way. 

“I was talking to Pete Townshend and 
he started by saying, ‘What a lucky thing 
you are—just walking the dogs and making 
records. | wish I was doing that.’ I said, 
‘Come on, cut the crap, Pete. It’s not all 
like that,’ which, of course, he knows. He 
was just winding me up a bit. Everyone 
who works at home will tell you there are 
problems there. You’re working in the 
same place all the time. When you're 
finished working you’re still in the same 
place—you’ve got no separation. And 
you're not away at the office when 
somebody wants to distract you. 

“In a normal day I do like to get out and 
take a certain amount of fresh air and 
exercise. I walk with my dogs—occasion- 
ally | go up into the mountains. I’ve got a 
pointer and a lurcher. (A what?) A lurcher. 
It’s an old breed, a cross between a grey- 
hound and a collie. It’s a gypsy’s dog, a 
poacher’s dog. 

“There’s a lot of land nearby and | have 
good relations with the neighboring farm- 
ers. That’s one thing | did throughout the 
"70s. I got to know people who knew 
nothing about the rock ’n’ roll business. 
That was very valuable to me. It helped me 
no end to know people who’d never 
heard of Steve Winwood or Traffic. I think 
I tried to home in on that.” 

When he’s not pointing and lurching 
about Gloucestershire he spends endless 
hours in his own studio playing and 
recording every note on his last two albums 
so I ask him about his solitary obsessions. 
“It’s like still photography. Everything can 
change in the darkroom and the same 
thing applies to recording. My piano 
technique and my guitar technique are, | 
think, rather limited, but what isn’t so 


Will Steve be one of this season's 
toy-related injuries? 
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limited is my ability to make them sound 
good. That’s what’s got me so intrigued 
with recording. 

“The medium itself is an art. You can do 
so many things that you can’t really do. On 
‘There’s A River’ on Talking Back To The 
Night I play a string bass. Now, there’s no 
way that I could look someone in the eye 
and say that I can play string bass, but | 
knew that I could cut a very convincing 
track and I could act out the part of a string 
bass player. I’ve watched them enough so 
that I know the kinds of things they do, the 
moves they make, where the fingers go on 
the fretboard and I could emulate it. So | 
rented this old string bass, rolled the 
machines and managed to catch it. It 
sounds like somebody who really knows 
his stuff and there’s no way I know string 
bass. 

“The thing about recording is that you 
can’t produce anything you can’t do. 
You can’t take a bad sax and make it into a 
good sound by twiddling knobs. You’ve 
got to do it, but you’ve only got to do it 
once—and not all at once. You can do it in 
bits and then piece them all together. It 
takes a kind of confidence, which is why I 
record at home. The confidence is easy 
when there’s no one else there.” 

Either I’m not as convinced by studio 
techniques as Winwood is or simply 
concerned that he can’t keep avoiding solo 
sterility indefinitely. How, I wonder, can he 
be responsible for a million details and still 
hope to get the vocals full of feeling? “First 
takes. That’s not to say I do everything on 
first take, but that’s the only way to get it. A 
certain amount of that relies on the 
flexibility of your equipment. What often 
happens is that the first take has the right 
spirit, the right quality, the right energy but 
it’s not right. There’s a couple of mistakes 
—notes hit badly maybe, or wrong lyrics. 
Normally, a producer would say, “Right, 
we're very close. One more and we'll get 
it.” Which is fine if you keep the first take, 
too. But if you’re running out of tracks, 
what do you do? I’ve only got 16 tracks so 
the problem has arisen. I try to record the 
most important things early when there’s 
more room. 

“But that balance must be kept. Some- 
times I get hung up in little bits and I lose 
track of the original thought. And you’ve 
got to hang onto the way you first thought 
of a song, the way you imagined it in the 
first place. Because when you start 
changing it you’re really rewriting it. OK, 
that’s fine, but when do you stop rewriting 
it? At some point you must hang on to a 
vision of what you thought the song would 
be like. I was telling Pete Townshend that 
I’m never going to make a demo again. 
You’ve got to go for real—do it properly 
the first time. Take the song you’ve written 
and go and record it. Of course there’ve 
got to be compromises. The balance is 
between emotion and science.” 

Moving from the general to the specific | 
begin to ask about Talking Back To The 
Night. Even though the lyrics were written 
by collaborator Will Jennings, the songs 
seem to be about Steve. “Yeah, they all 
relate to me. ‘Still In The Game’ certainly 
does. ‘While There’s A Candle Burning’ is 
probably the most autobiographical song 
on the album. What sparked it off was Will 
reading in the Rolling Stone Illustrated 
steve winwood-- TURN TO PAGE 57 
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by Toby Goldstein 


Several characters blend to form the 
towering individual who has just appeared 
in the faded-grace lobby of the Gramercy 
Park Hotel. First, there’s Eddie Money, 
rock ’n’ roll star, still getting his bearings in 
mid-day, thinking about breakfast. Thinks 
more about his performance in New York 
this night. Swaggering, bold, oblivious to 
the horrified stares his booming voice, 
black leather jacket, “Twilight Zone” 
cut-off T-shirt, tight leather jeans and high 


How about two tickets to Moose 
Jaw instead? 
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Mm-mm! Eddie's guitarist attempts docking 
maneuver with amp. 


boots draw from the hotel’s largely conser- 
vative clientele. 

Eddie Money is enough to intimidate 
me, and after 11 years in this business, I 
don’t embarrass easily. I think of that 
gravelly voice carrying loudly over the 
lunchtime chitchat of office workers at 
some nearby coffee shop, and turn us 
around mid-block. How about dining in 
the hotel? Little do I know what an 
experience that will be. 

Money makes every place he hangs his 
hat a home. He sings scales as we eat, 
loosening up his vocal cords for the Ritz 
show. He wonders if one of the adjoining 
diners might part with a cigarette, because 
he doesn’t want to buy a whole pack. 
Delicately, I suggest that he try an alternate 
plan, since the other guests appear more 
uncomfortable than chummy in our pre- 
sence. With relief, | watch Money dis- 
appear briefly to the bar and return, cig in 
hand. After all, he has already commented 
a bit too loudly about the hotel’s use of 
teabags instead of the fresh stuff, drunk the 
contents of my water glass as well as his 
own, and called our black waiter, “bro.” 
Did you ever want to slide under a table 
and hide until it was all over? 

Fortunately for my conscience, which 
dictates that I owe it to myself to only 
speak with people who I like or can give a 
modicum of respect—Eddie Mahoney is 
also present during the conversation. 
Eddie Mahoney, who was modestly raised 
in Woodhaven, Queens and later in 
Brooklyn, who loves his family and wants 
them to be proud of him, who dreamed 
that the way out of his humble environ- 
ment was by transforming himself into a 
rock ’n’ roll star. Mahoney was the wide- 
eyed kid who started singing in bands by 
the time he was 11; Money was the alter 
ego who pushed the kid to the edge; 
“always smashing up the old man’s car” is 
the way he put it. Mahoney was the boy in 
a two-generation police family who tried to 
walk the straight line; Money was the 
wild youth who needed to taste every bit of 
life beyond those perimeters. 

But when The Accident, the third ingred- 
ient of this peculiar persona, came along, 
threatening to permanently destroy both of 
our hero’s identities, a decision had to be 
made. Who’s boss? After spending an hour 
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didn’t 
believe how much 
pain there was in the 


world until 


it hit 

me. 
listening to a chastened man accept full 
blame for his excesses and point proudly to 
the stabilities of his life—a fiancee, hard 
work, his family—I’ve chosen to believe 
that Eddie Mahoney is again running this 
show. A basically good lad who found out 
the hard way that “getting” is not 
necessarily better than “wanting,” Mahon- 
ey-Money’s honest evaluation of his life is 

a lesson to be well-learned. 

Pretending bravado about his New’ York 
homecoming, Eddie Money later admits to 


me, of course he’s scared! Very nervous. ~ 
It’s two years since he last played here, and 


“feel a lot more like | do now than | 
did before." 
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the Ritz will be crammed with friends and 

family. Even his parents get to stay up late 

for the occasion. Money’s brief visit home 

has been filled with calls and drop-ins by 

old buddies, many of whom probably 

thought they’d never see Eddie again, - 
except maybe a wheelchair. 

You see, Eddie Money didn’t spend the 
last two years glorying in some extended 
vacation on a Pacific island. Eddie Money 
spent the last two years relearning how to 
walk. He constantly refers to his lost years 
as The Accident, personalizing the tragic 
event he brought upon himself as if it was 
an evil entity. The shadow of death is a 
pretty accurate depiction of his images. 

“You don’t have to be rich to get drunk 
and drive off a bridge,” Money says 
pointedly, referring to the crash his overin- 
dulgences brought about. “I don’t wanna 
be the new freak show in town, because | 


- had an accident. That’s not why I write my 


music. It’s just unfortunate that it happen- 
ed to me. But at least I’m not like the lead 
guitar player in the Pretenders; at least I’m 
around to talk about it. 

“It was no vacation when you can’t even 
walk. I got out of the hospital, they gave 
me a brace, | looked like one of the Jerry 
Lewis kids, I said, ‘this can’t be for me.’ He 
said, ‘is your name Mahoney?’ | said yeah. 
He said, ‘this is yours.’ I just flipped out. I 
had doctors talking to me, telling me I was 
never gonna walk again. When | first 
started this album (No Control) | walked 
from my bedroom to my music room with 
one of those walkers that the old ladies 
use. 

“’d come home from the _ fuckin’ 
hospital, cryin’ my ass off, like a baby, like, 
‘what the fuck did I do to myself?’ Plus, 
you hurt a lot of people when you have an 
accident. You don’t just hurt yourself. You 
hurt your parents, you hurt Bill Graham 
(his manager), you hurt CBS Records, you 
hurt your friends, you hurt your band. 
They’re not working. It was really bad. | 
just pulled my goddamned piano player 
out of a pen factory to come back to work 
again. He was selling pens to doctors over 
the phone...” 

How did a 30-ish, sturdy looking, fast- 
talking man, reduce himself to a tearful pile 
of rubble? Eddie Mahoney was fine, if a 
little crazy, all the time he stayed in his 
Brooklyn blue-collar neighborhood. He ate . 
lots of pizza, tracked down the best egg 
creams, watched Mets games, and idolized 
the cream of the mid-’60s New York rock 
crop. “Eddie Brigatti, Felix Cavaliere from 
the Rascals. I just loved them to death. 
Used to go see them when they were still 
playin’ high schools. And the Vagrants. 
Mitch Ryder and the Detroit Wheels” — 
Eddie breaks into a frenzied, guttural 
Ryder imitation: “ ‘Somebody out there 
stole my wallet. You can have the money 
back but I got a letter in there from my 
motha? That’s the kind of guy I am. Don’t 
fuck with me, these arms can kill,” he 
boasts, exhibiting a pair of fierce-looking 
biceps, the result of conscientious body 
building. 

When he wrecked his father’s car, 
Mahoney took supermarket jobs to pay off 
his debts. Before long, he followed the 
family tradition and enrolled in New York’s 
Finest. The Mahoney family is no slouch in 
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Will There 
Be Drums? 


by Allen Hester 


Twenty years ago, Sandy Nelson usher- 
ed in the era of rock drumming with his 
classic “Let There Be Drums.” A few years 
later, the Surfaris gave us “Wipeout,” and 
the die was cast. It has long since become 
standard practice for drummers to ada- 
mantly refuse to play “Wipeout,” but here 
in the ’80s there is a new plaque 
threatening the ‘boys in the band who 
pound on the skins: electronic drum 
machines. 

In reality, it is not as bad as all that. It will 
be a long time before drummers are 
replaced by machines. More than likely, it 
will never happen. But the ’70s saw the 
introduction of various electronic drums 
that served as peripheral additions to the 
basic drum kit, and that trend is continuing. 
In addition, there are a number of 
portable, programmable drum machines 
that are far superior to the old “rhythm 
machines” of the past. What we have here 
are new ways to communicate, to practice, 
to record at home, and to work out 
rhythmic ideas without having to set up the 
full kit and bashing. 

MATTEL SYNSONICS: This one is for 
the beginner, because you don’t even have 
to be a drummer to play it. The Synsonics 
has four large touch pads on top for snare, 
tunable tom, low tom and cymbal sound. 
The bass drum is either on or off via a 
touch control. Pre-programmed rolls on 
the toms and snare (three each) can be 
used, or the pads can be played with either 
sticks or bare hands. The pre-programmed 
cymbal touch controls also function as 
memory banks, and three separate; pro- 
grams can be entered, then played back 
separately.or in sequence. The high tom is 
tunable for a synthesized drum effect, and 
the cymbal sound can be made to sound 
like a closed hi-hat via the accent control. 
Other features include tempo controls, 
playback, record, stop functions, a head- 
phone input and LED indicators for each 
of the four pads and the bass drum. 

YAMAHA PRODUCER SERIES 
MR10 DRUM MACHINE: While the 
MR 10 offers 12 basic preset voices that can 
be mixed in any arrangement for a wide 
range of possibilities, it allows the drum- 
mer to join in the fun by using the man- 
ual finger pads of which there are five: 
bass drum, snare drum, high tom, low tom 
and cymbal. The presets and the manual 
mode can also be used simultaneously by 
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The KIT: from England with love and distributed by MXR. 


The Yamaha MR10 is the latest extension of the Producer Series and a current entry on the 
synthesized drum scene. 


The Korg KPR-77 utilizes the memory aspect of a small computer. 


Pearl's TR606 is the answer for non-political Ronstadt fans. 


using the presets to establish the basic 


‘rhythm, and using the manual pads for 


fills, accents and rhythmic variations. For 
drummers who would rather use their foot 
to control the bass drum, there is an 
optional bass drum pedal available. 

For preset sounds, there’s disco, jazz 
rock, slow rock, swing, waltz, march, 16 
beat, samba, mambo, rhumba, bossa nova 
and tango. For versatility in setting up your 
own sound, there is a tune control to vary 
the pitch of the snare, high tom and low 
tom. There are also individual level 
controls for the bass drum and cymbal. To 
eliminate confusion, an LED indicates the 
first beat of any measure. The Rhythm 
Variation control adds a fill every four, 
eight, or 16 bars. Alongside the finger pads 
for the individual drum sounds is a sixth 
pad for start/stop, and the speed of the 
presets is varied by the tempo control. The 
MR1O0 is battery operated but an optional 
AC power adapter is available. 

KORG KPR-77 PROGRAMMABLE 
RHYTHMER: The new KPR-77 from 
Korg has storage space for up to 48 
two-measure patterns that can be com- 
bined for easy programming of extended 
patterns, and six 256-measure chains that 
can be combined to produce three 
512-measure chains. Other features in- 
clude the ability to program all instruments 
at the same time in real or step time—each 
instrument has two pads for easy program- 
ming of intricate rhythms or rolls; cassette 
interface for unlimited storage, especially 
useful for almost instant reprogramming of 
the KPR are bass drum, snare, hi-hats 
(open and closed), cymbal, high tom, low 
tom and hand clap. The unit has a 
resolution of up to 12 beats per measure, a 
flam for the toms, stereo outputs, an 
accent feature with independent level 
control, metronome function and stereo 
headphone output. The unit is battery or 
AC operated, and can be interfaced with 
synthesizers, sequencers and other rhyth- 
mic machines. 

ROLAND TR-606 DRUMATIX: An 
automatic and fully programmable rhythm 
device on which one can score and store 
different percussive rhythms as well as the 
position of accents with up to seven 
different drum sounds and accents. The 
memory is non-volatile, meaning that 
there is battery powered back-up which 
prevents the memory from being erased 
when. power is shut off. Independent 
volume controls for each sound are 
provided for flexibility in the final mixing of 
drum sounds. 

The TR-606’s chaining feature allows 
adjacent rhythm patterns to be chained 
together into single, more complex pat- 
terns. Once the patterns have been written 
and stored in computer memory, they can 
be arranged to perform entire percussion 
tracks by means of a track write’ function. 
Eight track positions give a maximum of 
seven different compositions of 64 bars 
each and one of 256 bars, and can be 
chained together in various combinations 
for extended compositions of up to 256 
bars each. 

A programmable D.C. bar allows you to 
program the final bar of a composition to 
begin again at the first bar. The TR-606 
can be connected to a variety of digital 
sequencers, synthesizers and other devices 


for synchronized rhythmic control of 
sound, expanding its live performance and 
recording applications. The unit features 
battery operation for all functions including 
a_ self-contained headphone amp for 
monitoring through any set of stereo 
headphones. A socket is included on the 
back panel for connection to an optional 
battery eliminator. 
MINI VS COMPACT GUITARS: 
WHAT'S THE DIFFERENCE?? 

By now you've probably seen at least 
one of the small guitars. Before you lump 
them all together, realize this: some of 


Fender's return of the concert series and the 
all-tube sound. 


(top) Hondo's Chiquita 6-string bass 
offers surprisingly big sound. (bottom) 
The world's first headless bass 

from Steinberger. 


them are mini guitars, and some are 
compact guitars. The big difference is. in 
the scale length. Mini guitars have a shorter 
scale length, while compact guitars have a 
standard scale length. This makes a big 
difference when you play one, because the 
two are very different in the way that they 
feel and play. 

CHIQUITA GUITAR/CHIQUITA 
6-STRING BASS: Made by Hondo 
Guitars, these are good examples of the 
mini-guitar. In the beginning, these were 
intended primarily for practice while 
traveling, hence the name Chiquita Travel 
Guitar. But in fact, these instruments have 
been used for live performance because of 
their unique appearance. The CH-3MR 
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The Crate, from St. Louis Music: short, sweet, 
and simple. 


Travel Guitar measures 271/4” in overall 
length, 81/2” wide at the lower bout, and 
13/4” thick. It has a total of 23 frets, and it 


‘measures 1 11/16” at the nut and 2 at the 


12th fret. The guitar is equipped with a 


~*~ cream-coil humbucking pickup; close-ratio 


tuning machines, and a fully adjustable 


_ © bridge. There are no switches and only one 


knob for volume control. Body, neck and 
headstock are attractively bound in cream 
ivroid binding with cream truss rod cover, 
cream pickup mounting ring, and knurled 
cream knob. 

The Chiquita Travel Bass Model CH- 
4Mk is pitched low enough to sound like a 
bass, yet it can be tuned above standard 


pitch without undue stress on the neck, 


‘ and the results are very intriguing. Tuned a 
~ step and a half above standard pitch so that 
-» a standard E major chord is actually a G in 
.. pitch, the Chiquita Travel Bass takes on 
_ the sound of a booming, full-bodied 
acoustic guitar, and playing 6-string stuff is 
really fun to do. I suspect that people will 
~ begin to use this instrument in some 
different ways than just bass once they 
‘become aware of the possibilities. 
The Travel Bass is 331/2” long overall, 9 


eS _ 7/8” wide at the lower bout, and 1 5/8” 


thick. It has 22 frets, close ration tuning 
machines, cream-coil humbucking pickup, 
brass adjustable bridge, string-thru-body 
contruction, and one knurled volume 
control knob. In contrast to the Travel 
Guitar, the Travel Bass is inbound. The 
Travel Bass is only slightly neck-heavy, 


_ and is surprisingly easy to play chords on, 
- despite the heavier gauged strings. It 


. should be a big hit with studio players in 
».. particular, but it wouldn’t surprise me to 


ta see one on a concert stage in the near 
_- > future. 
- TAXI, COBRA & SPITFIRE: These 


- .are down-sized, compact instruments, and 


should be considered apart from mini- 
guitars. These three are made by Silver 
Street, Inc., and a number of touring 
professionals are already using these 


£0 


instruments. All three are full-scale (24 
3/4”) instruments. 

The Taxi model has a 22-fret rosewood 
fingerboard, brass nut, a well-balanced 2 
1/8” thick maple body, four-bolt maple 
neck, Schaller bridge, Gotoh tuners, and 
Bourns volume and tone control pots. 
Don’t confuse the compact look of this 
instrument with any lack of quality— Silver 
Street has gone to some length to ensure a 
professional sound and playability. The 
Taxi is available in single or double pickup 
configuration. Single pickup models have 
the standard three-way switching: Super II, 
P.A.F. or Super Distortion in any combi- 
nation. And to prevent unwanted noise, 
the control cavity has been shielded with 
10 mil lead foil. If you don’t like heavy 
guitars that cut into your shoulder after a 
couple of hours on stage, this one’s for 
you: it weighs a whopping 51/2 pounds! 
The Cobra model has a triangle-shaped 
body style, and its body is a little thinner 
(13/4”) than the Taxi guitar; otherwise the 
two instruments have the same features. 

The Spitfire is a little more traditional in 
appearance, with a double cutaway body 
style, but it still looks pretty radical. The 
Spitfire has a 11” wide by 13/4” thick body 
of maple, 4-bolt maple neck, 22 fret 
rosewood fingerboard, Schaller bridge, 
brass nut, Gotoh tuners, volume and tone 
controls by Bourns and shielded control 
cavity. A three-position switch and a 
coil-tap switch yield a total of nine different 
pickup sounds, for tonal versatility and the 
Cobra comes with the player’s choice of 
DiMarzio Super Il, P.A.F. or Super 
Distortion pickups. 

All Silver Street guitars are available in a 
wide variety of 15 different colors, with 
custom colors available at additional cost. 
The buyers can specify, in addition to 
pickups and finishes, the color of the 
pickup bobbins themselves, which are 
available in creme, black or creme/black 
“zebra” coils to suit every taste. Finally, 
note that the Taxi, even though it is the 
shortest of the three guitars by Silver Street 
at 33 3/16”, it is still almost a full six inches 
longer than the Chiquita. That and the 24 
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3/4” scale length make the difference 
between mini and compact guitars. Com- 
paring the two, regardless of brand name, 
is like comparing apples to oranges. 

THE STEINBERGER BASS: Probably 
the most striking example of a concert full- 
scale instrument to date is the Steinberger 
bass. This represents the most radical 
departure from established guitar designs 
since the inception of the solidbody electric 
some 35 years ago. The strings run 
through a metal nut on the top end of the 
fingerboard, and the tuning pegs are 
mounted on the butt end of the body, 
making the Steinberger the most unique- 
looking instrument to come along in years. 
The neck is made of carbon-graphite fiber, 
and a small, almost rectangular body is 
made from a fiberglass-reinforced epoxy 
resin. The result is a lightweight, full-scale 
guitar with a neck does not suffer from 
“dead spots” like some wooden neck 
instruments do. Temperature and humid- 
ity not to affect the instrument either. The 
Steinberger was immediately embraced as 
a radical breakthrough in engineering, and 
such bass guitar wizards as Jamaaladeen 
Tacuma, (Ornette Coleman), Sting and 
Andy West (The Dregs) took to it with a 
fervor. Whereas some compact and mini 
guitars are used as highlights in stage per- 
formances, the Steinberger has become 
the main instrument of some of the world’s 
foremost bass players. 

AMPLIFIERS IN THE ’80s: 

LITTLE AND LOUD! 

MARSHALL: Maybe we're all wising up. 
Somewhere along the line, somebody got 
the notion that an amplifier didn’t have to 
weigh as much as a small car to be 
effective. Somehow, somebody found a 
way to get a lot of sound, and most 
importantly, the right kind of sound from a 
small amp. A number of companies have 
come along with great amps that you can 
actually carry without help from a wrestler 
or a bull elephant. Even bass amplifiers are 
becoming reasonable. 

Witness if you will the mastodon of old— 
Marshall. What once took a superhuman 
effort to move, now comes in a variety of 
smaller packages in both tube-type and 
solid state circuitry design. Of these, the 
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Look at those blond-headed Seagulls ! ! 


A FLOCK OF 
SEAGULLS ~ 


by Jeffrey Morgan 


When we offered 10 lucky CREEM 
readers the chance to have their questions 
answered by England’s newest hitmakers, 
A Flock of Seagulls, little did we realize just 
how large their following was! 

The CREEM offices were literally delug- 
ed with mail ever since the contest was first 
announced a couple of months ago, with 
mail arriving from such desolate outposts 
as Nome, Alaska, and Newfoundland, 
Canada! 

Needless to say, when Mike (the diplo- 
matic Seagull), Paul (the quiet Seagull), 
Frank (the practical Seagull), and Ali (the 
witty Seagull) arrived at the CREEM 
offices fresh from their latest conquest of 
North America, they were really blown 
away by the response we had received! 
After a short break for Cokes and 
doughnuts, all four sat down to answer the 
following questions, drawn at random, 
from all the entries received. 

So here goes—and look sharp! Who 
knows? Maybe your postcard was one of 
the lucky 10 which were chosen! 

1k tak Goes 

1. NANCY and DIANE BAKER (of 
Toronto, Ontario) write: “We’re a couple 
of foxy chicks, and we’d like to know if any 
of the guys are married. Also, what kind of 
girls do they like? We’re available, by the 
way.” 

Well, girls, there’s hope for you yet, as 
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none of the band members have made it to 
the altar so far. Ali says he likes “all kinds 
of girls’; Paul likes them “tall and 
long-legged”; Frank admits to being partial 
to “quiet, blue-eyed blondes who are five 
feet, seven inches tall”; while Mike goes for 
“small, fat blondes from Brooklyn and 
Texas.” 


“Sure, | look ridiculous,” says the Owl Man, 
"but, hey, it pays the bills!" 


Answer All Your 
Questions... 
And More! 


Ge 

2. JEFF PLEWMAN (of Concordia, 
Kansas) writes: “I’m a struggling musician 
who someday would like to be a big rock 
star. I'd like to know how long it took to 
record the Seagulls’ first album, and how 
much it cost. I would like to record an 
album of my own someday.” 

According to Ali, Jeff, the debut 
Seagulls album took eight weeks to record, 
and cost the band “every penny” they 
had—so if you have dreams of making the 
big time one day, you’d better start saving 
up now! 

WL 

3. JOHN LAMONT (of Utica, New 
York) writes: “The English language has 
always held a special fascination for me, so 
when I buy an album, you can be sure 
that I always pay special attention to the 
lyrics. With this in mind, I’ve noticed that A 
Flock Of Seagulls’ lyrics are always dealing 
with outer space and stuff. So I'd like to 
know what their favorite planet is, and 
why.” 

OK, John, Paul likes the Moon (“be- 
cause I can see it!”), but Ali, Frank and 
Mike all give Saturn the nod. Ali and Frank 
both like it “cos it’s got colorful rings,” but 
Saturn is Mike’s favorite planet “because it 
fucking is, that’s why!” 

gk Oa ea 

4. GARY TOPP (of Santa Rosa, 
California) writes: “Dear Seagulls, which 
historical characters do you despise the 
most?” 
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SUBSCRIBE NOW TO THE MAGAZINE OF VIDEO LUNACY! 


GET VIDIOT FEVER & SAE! 


Calling all vidiots! Calling all vidliots! How'd you like to score next six 
issues of VIDIOT—the new bi-monthly magazine of video lunacy—for only 

W120? Yep, we said $12.00! ! That's a saving of over one-third off the 
newsstand price, meaning that you'll have four extra quarters a month to 

pump into Pac-Man, Donkey Koffig or your favorite video games! ! 

* So, c'm@A, don't be an idiot! Become a vidiot by filling inghe handy coupon 
below and sending us a check or money order for your own copy of VIDIOT 

every other month. yous be delighted you did each and every time you 

hear that extra eight bits jingling in your pocket! ! Subscribe today! ! 


GET VIDIOT 
FOR ONLY 8 QUARTERS! 


Alan Arkush 
Gets Crazy 


by John Mendelssohn 

You'll like the Nada Band. There 
are about a dozen of them, they all 
wear a great deal of make-up, and 
a couple of them have fabulous 
teased hair. Indeed, one of the 
saxophonists, Susie Sidewinder, 
sports a beehive you'd be surprised 
not to find black widows breeding 
in. When she’s not singing, Nada 
herself flies through the air with the 
greatest of ease—or at least 
performs a gape-inducing 
succession of cartwheels and 
somersaults. Even though the band 
includes only one punkette, whose 
hair appears to have been scorched 
off on the sides, boys with mohawks 
go into a frenzy at the sight of them 
and scurry onto the stage, only to 
be sent hurtling back whence they 
came by Nada’s dainty foot. 

Look for this fab act at no 
nightclub or concert hall, though, 
but at your local drive-in multiples, 
for Nada and her band exist only in 
the forthcoming motion picture Get 
Crazy, which director Alan Arkush 
hopes will help at least in a small 
way to reunite the rock audience. 
“The attitude of audiences today,” 
he notes, “is, ‘I’m going to see 
Bruce Springsteen, or whomever, 
and I don’t want to be bothered 
with anything else.’ Everybody’s on 
his own little asteroid, and doesn’t 
want to be exposed to anything 
different or new. 

“I remember back in the ’60s 
literally running out to buy anew 
Doors album, running out to buy 
Sat. Pepper the day it was released. 
I may still do that, but somehow 
when! run out to buy the latest 
Clash or Talking Heads album, it 
only seems to be me who’s doing it. 
Back then it seemed like the whole 
world. 

“I think Robert Christgau’s 
Theory of Semi-Popularity is 
correct—even though it may sella 
lot more copies, no Neil Young 
album, for instance, will ever be 
nearly as important as Sgt. Pepper. 
Which reminds me of when that ad 
was taken out for Abba, pointing 
out that they’d sold more records 
than the Beatles. The response to 
that was, ‘Big deal—they’re still not 
as popular as Jesus.’ ” 

Arkush witnessed a great, great 
many concerts of the sort around 
which Get Crazy revolves—one at 
which acts of many different sorts 
perform—as a member of the 
Fillmore East’s crackerjack 
backstage crew. Indeed, the film is 
based on his experiences behind 
the scenes at that historic venue, 
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The Nada girls have read their Hemingway often! 


where he began working in the 
early summer of 1968 after 
responding to an ushers-wanted 
advertisment in his NYU 
dormitory. “But after a year it 
began to drive me nuts. It seemed 
that I was forever trying to make 
myself heard over somebody like 
Led Zeppelin, trying to explain to 
some kid on downs why he had to 
move out of the second row and 
up to the balcony. 

“The night that I realized that I 
had to get out of the audience, Sly 
Stone started a riot. He began his 
first show real late, and then 
wouldn't come off. When we told 
him that it was raining outside, and 
that the audience for the second 
show was getting drenched, he 
took it the wrong way. He thought 
the man was trying to bust his music 
or something. So in the middle of ‘I 
Want To Take You Higher,’ he 
yelled, ‘C’mon, everybody—let’s 
go out in the streets.’ The crowd 
just surged over us, flinging open 
the doors and crunching all these 
kids who were lined up next to the 
building. Sly goes outside and tells 
everybody to come in free. All of a 
sudden, hundreds of people with 
steel pipes are smashing their way 
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in. I just said, ‘Forget it. 

He soon discovered that 
backstage life had its drawbacks 
too. “Witnessing all the hero 
worship that went on drove 
me crazy, watching people throw 
themselves at these perfectly 
horrible human beings, like the 
organist in Ten Years After. He’d 
play the same two notes all night. 
They might have been all he could 
play. But people would fawn all 
over him, and he had this pompous 
air about him.” So sickening did 
Arkush find such spectacles that he 
devoted his NYU senior film to 
them. Acrid though it admittedly 
was, Septugenarian Substitute Ball 
nonetheless won second prize at 
1970's National Student Film 
Festival. 

Arkush was originally inspired to 
work in film by A Hard Day’s Night. 
“You hear so many people say that 
Citizen Kane changed their lives. I 
appreciated Citizen Kane, but there 
was something magical for me 
about seeing a film on a subject that 
I could relate to personally. The 
Beatles movie was the first one that 
| realized had been shot, edited, 
and directed in a deliberate way. I'll 
never forget the first time that it hit 


me. They were in the cage on the 
train, playing cards and singing ‘I 
Should Have Known Better.’ All of 
a sudden, the camera started 
moving in time to the music. It was 
as though not even the cameraman 
was immune to the Beatles! Then 
the very last shot, of the helicopter 
taking off—I thought, ‘My God! 
Somebody actually thought this 
whole thing out!’ ” 

Once having graduated from 
NYU, Arkush worked for a light 
show company in London for 
eighteen months and then drove a 
Manhattan taxi for a while before 
moving to California in the autumn 
of 1973. There Roger Corman, 
head of New World Pictures, was 
occasionally hiring NYU graduates 
to direct “three- and four-week 
nurses and teachers movies” at the 
suggestion of Martin Scorsese, 
who’d been Arkush’s senior advisor 
in college. Arkush’s first major 
break came when he and an 
accomplice convinced Corman that 
they could make an action feature 
for less than he’d ever had to spend 
on one before. “We wrote our script 
around scenes from Death Race 
2000, Caged Heat, Big Bad Mama, 
and a bunch of Filipino women-in- 
prison pictures,” our hero recalls 
with a giggle. ‘In the finished film, 
Hollywood Blud., there was lots of 
cutting from actresses shooting 
machine guns in Malibu to people 
falling out of trees in the Phillipines. 
I got paid a total of about $85 for 
directing the whole thing, but what 
was important was that Roger 
really liked it.” 

How much did the 
since-deposed exploitation king like 
it? This much. After his fair-haired 
boy, who looks rather like a Semitic 
Randy Quaid, had recut a 
blacksploitation picture called Blast 
and then overseen the second-unit 
trashing of a Rolls Royce in the 
unforgettable Grand Theft Auto, 
Corman invited him to direct 
something called Girls’ Gym, which 
he’d conceived essentially as a 
pretext for a nude gymnastic scene, 
but which quickly metamorphosed 
into Disco High when Corman 
noted the grosses of Saturday Night 
Fever. 

“Naturally, I had no intention 
whatsoever of making a picture 
called Disco High, Arkush reveals, 
“so it was good thing tht Roger 
didn’t have the slightest idea of 
what disco was, and that had 
already begun to fade fast by the 
time we were ready to begin 
production. | decided to rework the 
script so that it incorporated a lot of 
the stuff in a treatment I'd written 
right after coming to California 
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called Heavy Metal Kids, which was 
based on my own high school 
fantasies. I used to get myself 
through French by fantasizing about 
the Yardbirds setting up to play in 
the boy’s gym. 

“After I got the Ramones to agree 
to star in it—by telling them that 
they should mentally cross out the 
word ‘disco’ every time they read it 
in Roger's script, and replace it with 
rock ’n’ roll —I had to break the 
news to Roger. I got up on his ~ 
couch and did my Pete Townshend 
imitation, and managed to explain 
to him why disco wasn’t a music of 
rebellion.” 

Ultimately, “seeing kids going 
crazy on a Saturday night at the 8th 
Street Playhouse theatre made the 
whole thing worthwhile,” but 

“getting Rock ’N’ Roll High School 
made was the hardest thing I’ve 
ever had to do, since it was the only 
film New World Pictures ever 
released that Roger Corman didn’t 
think up personally.” 

(Another hard thing, he admits, 
was getting over noted critic Greil 
Mateus's virulent condemnation of 
the film. “Boy,” Arkush sighs, “that 
really hurt. Here I'd been giving 
copies of his book as gifts for 
years.) 

Asked why the corpulent old 
sods who clutch Hollywood’s 
pursestrings are known to agree 
that Rock Films Don’t Sell, Arkush 
theorizes, “Most of them show no 
real love for the music. And too 
many of them are about a past too 
distant for kids to relate to, like 
American Hot Wax, which! 
personally enjoyed quite a lot. I 
mean, when I saw! Want To Hold 
Your Hand, | overheard a girl 
behind me telling her friend, ‘Gee, I 
bet it would have been really neat to 
have been alive then!’ And then 
there are the abominations, like 
Sgt. Pepper, that give the whole 
genre a bad name.” 

If nothing else (and members of 
its own crew were overhead to 
suggest that its script scored a solid 
nine on a one-to-ten scale of 
inanity), Get Crazy should exude 
lots of love for the music about. As 
he oversaw the filming, Alan 
Arkush was virtually never seen 
without a pleased smirk all over his 
face. And consider how many 
fabulous stars appear in the film. 
There’s Lou Reed, playing a 
reclusive Dylanoid, and closing the 
concert by singing “A song about 
how the performer should relate to 
the audience as a loving brother 
would to his younger sister,” 
according to Arkush. There’s Lori 
Eastside (as Nada), the deposed 
Kid Creole vocalist and sometime 
Chic choreographer, and in her 
band there are former members 
of such fab femme attractions as the 
Orchids and the Castration Squad. 
There’s Lee Ving, of the popular 
L.A. punk combo Fear, and noted 
jazz vocalist Bill Henderson, playing 
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someone very much like Muddy 
Waters, who'd have been in the 
picture himself had he not required 
surgery. Finally—and surely most 
surprisingly—there’s the star of the 
best rock ’n’ roll film of 1971, A 
Clockwork Orange. That's 
right—none other than Malcolm 
McDowell took over the role Elton 
John, Rod Stewart, and various 
other megastars had spurned after 
Sparks’ Russell Mael was banished 
from it. 

He still sings the title song. 


In Defense... 


ELVIS 
by Dave Marsh 
(Rolling Stone Press/Times Books) 


“I remember seeing Elvis on TV 
in the 50s. From that point on, he 
was like the father of my country.” 

— Bruce Springsteen 

The most insightful writings on 
Elvis Presley since his death have 
dealt less with the human being and 
more with the concept of Elvis as a 
nearly perfect reflection of 


| everything great (the potential) and 


hideous about America itself. The 
basic “rags-to-royalty” story has 
been repeated so many times that, 
it’s part of American folklore, and 
there are many things no one’s ever 
going to know about the “real” Elvis 
due to the circumstances of his life. 
A lot more is discovered about both 
Elvis and the country that spawned 
him by examining the factors 
surrounding this man, who (even 
during his obese, strung-out period) 
could elicit mass hysteria in people 
aged 8 to 80 by simply walking 
onstage in a Superman costume, 
this after a decade of not much 
more than mediocre to-terrible 
motion pictures. 

Dave Marsh’s new “critical 
biography” of Presley joins past 
essays by Greil Marcus, Linda Ray 
Pratt, Robert Ward and Lester 
Bangs as one of the best things 
written about Elvis because it 
examines the phenomenon and the 
art as much as it does the man. The 
text almost plays second fiddle to a 
collection of photos compiled by 
the late Bea Feitler, and the pictures 
alone should nearly be worth the 
expensive $35 pricetag to Presley 


aficionados. (A cheaper paperback 
edition will be published soon.) 
However, it’s Marsh’s thoughts, 
historical perspective and overview 
of Presley’s career that make the 
book worthwhile and more than 
just another Elvis photo album. 
Marsh understands the amazing 
contradictions in Elvis’s myth and 
character, so he begins his book by 
debunking both the fanatic “Elvis- 
as-savior” and Albert Goldman 
“Elvis-as-monster” viewpoints, 
explaining that “neither version 
adds or detracts from his art, and it 
is Elvis’s art that will continue to 
inspire—not save—people for 
decades to come.” Because he was 
such a beacon of inspiration, Marsh 
portrays Elvis‘as a symbol of 
American democracy (ironic when 
you consider that Graceland has 
become a modern Mount Vernon), 
meaning that he epitomized “the 
greatest freedom we have been 
granted, the freedom to invent 
ourselves... There is no way one 


| man will ever achieve more, 


working with himself, by himself, 
than Elvis Presley did.” And from 
there, the author sets out to prove 
his claim. - 

Elvis is less a factual biography 
than it is an overview of what the 
man’s life produced, although 
readers will arguably find more 
interesting details here than in the 
Goldman tome, not to mention 
some historical revisionism (i.e., 
Sam Phillips is portrayed here as 
less of a “saint” than is generally the 
case). The book also includes an 
excellent explanation of what the 
70s Elvis represented, which was 
everything anyone wanted him to 
represent (an amazing feat when 
you stop to think about it) —“(He 
enacted) not just the legend of 
Elvis, but the legend sufficiently 
emptied of content, so that no 
person’s fantasies were threatened 
or denied— even though this also 
meant that no one’s fantasies 
(including Elvis’s own) were ever 
fulfilled. As a gesture, it was 
awesome in the magnitude of its 
generosity, an insoluble mixture of 
humility and conceit. By enacting 
his legend in two dimensions, Elvis 
confirmed all suspicions, justified all 
expectations. It became as easy to 
see him as the master ripoff artist as 
it was to envision him as the great 
American musical genius—or even 
a genius of America incarnate.” 

Marsh’s Elvis is a serious, 
compassionate study with good 
intentions, though it pulls no 
punches (“all dreams become j 
nightmares unless they re carefully 
nurtured”), and the only complaints 
one might have is disagreement 
over some critical viewpoints. I 
hope it sells as many copies as 
Goldman’s Elvis did, but somehow 
I doubt that it will. 
ww 

In a recent New York Rocker 
column, British critic Simon Frith 


(whose work I’ve admired over the ~ 


years) lashed out at Marsh’s writing 
in Elvis, calling it an attempt to 
develop “a Reaganite rock 
aesthetic.” To really debate Frith’s 
claims, it would be necessary to 
examine varying political and 
economic theories, not to mention 
the concept of “colonial backlash,” 
and that could take pages. Frith’s - 
attack is reminiscent of the “If you 
agree with my politics you’re right/ 
If not, you’re wrong” form of rock 
criticism that, although inherent in 
American critics, seems to 
dominate Britain’s New Musical 
Express, probably America’s main 
contact with British rock trends. In 
this sense, I’d have to agree that the 
“Tf you like this you’re hip/If not, 
etc.” idea does reinforce the notion 
of British rock expressing 
“individuality in groups” (witness 
the Sex Pistols and the Who), 
although I'd agree that conformity 
is an American trait as well, 
expressed less in subcultures than in 
a current unquestioning acceptance 
of cultural blandness and political 
monstrosities. 

What “Reaganite” America 
represents most to me is a death of 
hope, the very antithesis of what 
Marsh views both Elvis and rock 
(hence, his strong attachment to 
Springsteen) as representing. 
Marsh probably explained it best 
this past summer when he spoke at 
a Memphis State University seminar 
on the fifth anniversary of Presley’s 
death. It was a controversial 
speech, as the audience was mainly 
comprised of Elvis fan club 
members, most of whom appeared 
to be apolitical types. Marsh 
discussed his notion of Elvis as a 
symbol of democracy—“the 
fundamental importance of 
everyone, and the right of 
everyone, rich or poor, to speak 
up” —and he associated the current 
“deliberate dismantling of Elvis’s 
spirit” with the Reagan 
administration’s “deliberate 
dismantling” of New Deal 
programs. “If everyone on welfare 
is shiftless,” said Marsh, “I want to 
remind you that Elvis was once on 
welfare, and he wasn’t shiftless.” - 

Finally, Marsh expressed the 
sentiment that “Albert Goldman 
(and what he thinks of the poor and 
downtrodden) is not one of a 
kind—he represents what’s 
happening in Washington, D.C. 
within our government right now.” 
After a brief silence, the audience 
gave Marsh an overwhelming 
ovation. As Ed Ward later pointed 
out, it suddenly dawned on a lot of 
these people for the first time that 
maybe they had put the wrong man 
in the White House back in 1980. It 
was the best moment of a seminar 
that included speeches by Sam 
Phillips, Otis Blackwell and Greil 
Marcus, among others, and hardly 
the work of a “Reaganite.” 
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MAKING TRACKS: . 
THE RISE OF BLONDIE 
by Debbie Harry, Chris Stein, 
and Victor Bockris 

(Dell) 


Making Tracks is Blondie’s 
authorized autobiography, so to 
speak, prepared by group principals 
Debbie Harry and Chris Stein, in 
part to answer the increasing 
number of critical attacks on the 
Blondie myth, the most eloquent of 
which, of course, being Lester 
Bangs’ 1980 coffee table-diatribe, 
Blondie. 

In the usual call & response 
ironies that attend these rockcritical 
field holler sessions, Lester Bangs 
and his acid typewriter died, just 
about the time Making Tracks was 
published, while the band’s own 
book answers Bangs’ charges of 
artistic non-sequiturism with a 
“Yes” and a “No” so resoundingly 
simultaneous, that Bangs’ Blondie 
seems even more right-track and 
alive than it was the first time 
around. Yep, Blondie certainly 
aren't the “punk” saviors we once 
demanded that they be (they refuse 
that role repeatedly in Making 
Tracks), but on the other hand, 
Nope, does that really matter by 
now? 

The composition of Making 
Tracks parallels Blondie’s recent 
albums, as it features a text by 
lyricist Harry, photographs by 
guitarist Stein, and production 
assistance from Victor Bockris (who 
nevertheless applies a much less 
rigorous and precise touch to 
the control board than the 
indefatigable Commander 
Chapman always does). As a prose 
writer, Debbie Harry’s no Lester 
Bangs (few of us are); her 
first-person history of Blondie 
moves well, and maintains the 
reader’s interest in the fate of the 
band, even as it includes 
numerous, disorienting tense shifts, 
or when it wanders off into 
nostalgically cosmic, 
let’s-pass-a-joint-around 
philosophical digressions. 

But I don’t want to belabor 
Harry’s technique as a writer, both 
because that’s the same old apples/ 
oranges argument the musicians 
always pull on us (you-rockwriters- 
aren 't-competent-to-judge-music- 
don’t-even-play-instruments-etc.), 
and because Harry’s extreme 
candor and total unpretentiousness 
in narrating her rise are so charming 
and so ultimately winning. For 
instance, plenty of (male) writers 
have bitched in the past that Debbie 
Harry wouldn’t admit to her age, 
and while she doesn’t necessarily 
provide a photostat of her birth 
certificate in Making Tracks, she 
drops enough hints about the date 
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of her high school graduation, her 
and Chris Stein’s ages in relation to 
certain events, etc., that the reader 
can easily compute that Harry was 
born around 1945, and that Stein 
followed her into this vale of nasty 
reviews around 1948 or ’49. 

On the other hand, | suppose 
that Debbie Harry’s relentless, 
almost self-deprecating candor in 
Making Tracks could be seen also 
as the unfortunate (for fans of her 
theoretical punk-goddess role) 
persistence of the nice-girl values 
Catherine and Richard Harry 
inculcated in little Debbie back in 
their bourgeois New J ersey 
household. Throughout Making 
Tracks, Harry tends to curb her 
tongue or mollify her vaguely 
negative statements, even when 
rough talk would appear to be in 
order. This is most striking in her 
description of Lester Bangs’ debut 
as a rock singer; what a tantalizingly 
worm-turns opportunity to repay 
him for his Blondie! Deb gets the 
ball rolling nice & catty: “Lester 
thought he was a three-hundred- 
pound Jim Morrison” (Touche! 
Bangs was as sensitive about his 
weight as Harry used to be about 
her age.) But then, after another 
chuckle or two at Lester’s expense, 
Harry concludes irrelevantly, 
“However, Lester does havea 
good voice.” 

In any event, the hundreds of 
Chris Stein photos which illustrate 
Making Tracks are a perfect 
complement to Debbie Harry’s 
nothing-is-revealed-because- 
everything-is-revealed text. Stein 
has captured the Blondies at all the 
stages of their career, from the 
desperate long-hair-&-platforms 
glitter of their earliest days as a 
group, to their current status as 
N.Y. celebs privileged to mingle 
with Andy Warhol and Robert Fripp 
on a first-initial basis. Through all of 
Stein’s photos, Debbie is obviously 
his star, as he’s caught her in so 
many less-than-glamourous 
contexts—lying on a mattress in a 
garbage-choked tenement flat, 
biting her lip to shreds in a nervous 


Debs plans to audition to replace the MGM Lion! 


airport wait, even scowling over her 
phone receiver and thigh-high 
boots as Stein’s probing camera 
lens gets her down for the ages one 
more time—and yet she’s so 
heartbreakingly pretty, so candidly 
beautiful, in each instance. 

Stein’s many eloquent photos of 
Harry are an extravagant, inspiring 
love letter to his partner, and help 
Making Tracks achieve a 
much-better-balanced 
photojournalistic wholeness (as a 
package) than the notorious 
Blondie. In the earlier book, the 
effect of Lester Bangs’ provocative, 
thoughtful text, and of his 
characteristically brilliant captions 
for the black & white photos, is too 
often undercut by the glossy, 
one-hand (and it ain’t clapping) 
sex-object shots of Debbie Harry in 
the color spreads. Obviously (as 
Bangs points out), she rather 
willingly posed for those shots at the 
time, but Making Tracks shows 
what Blondie have learned, in its 
mature and natural visual erotics. 

But all of these words (Harry’s 
and mine) still beg the chief 
question posed by the late Mr. 
Bangs: Do Blondie really have any 
coherent message for us in their 
music? I'm still not sure, as Making 
Tracks is ultimately as open-minded 
and as emotionally neutral as 
Autoamerican or The Hunter. | 
know but I don’t know. (Hiya up 
there, Lester!) What I am beginning 
to get glimmerings of, is that 
“Punk” and “New Wave” and 
Blondie’s supposed responsibilities 
for leading such movements are 
beside the point, beyond the 
question, when both Blondie and 
all of us other children of the 1940’s 
(including all rockwriters, by 
definition) are eternal hippies, 
condemned to wander the 
wastelands of art simultaneously 
cosmically aware and cosmically 
detached. 

Blondie are terminal hippies as 
sure as Jefferson Airplane or © 
whoever, they just happened to be 
wearing different clothes and 
haircuts when they burst upon the 


scene, and the usual 
those-who-are-ignorant-of-history 
cautions necessarily apply. Mea 
culpa, I’ve put on styles and 
attitudes in my writing as readily as 
Blondie have stepped into their 
thrift shop-garbed essences. 

So neither Blondie nor Making 
Tracks contains the whole truth 
about Blondie, nor does either 
volume contain the answers us 
aging hippies so.desperately 
require. But taken together, these 
two books raise more questions 
about your own art-life relationships 
than you might have thought 
possible, and they can really fuel 
your interest in going back to 
Blondie for one more try. 

Would] like to sleep with Debbie 


Harry? Are you kidding? Man, ° 
that’s me up there, I already do! 
Richard Riegel 
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Return To 
Sender 
by Edouard Dauphin 


“He has the power to make you 
live his nightmares. And he’s 
dreaming about you.” 

No, “he” isn’t Ozzy Osbourne, so 
you'll have to explain those bat 
carcasses on your pillow some 
other way. “He” is the title 
character in The Sender, a nifty 
atmospheric horror flick and the 
scariest thing to come out of 
England since Haircut One 
Hundred. 

As played by newcomer Zeljko 
Ivanek (take that, CREEM 
typesetters), The Sender is a tight- 


“Lwant my MTV!!" 
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lipped young psycho who has no 

recollection of who he was before 

he tried to walk on water at a beach 

in Georgia. No one has attempted 

that stunt in the area since Gregg 
Allman back in 1972, so The 
Sender is hustled off to the booby 
hatch. 

There he has his cerebrum pored 
over by a team of shrinks including 
sexy Kathryn Harrold, with whom 
he soon establishes a powerful 
telepathic link. The Dauph would 
have gone for something more 
physical but then I’m not.used to 
seeing doctors like Harrold in the 
asylums I frequent. 

Plugged into the bizarre impulses 
of The Sender’s mind, Kathryn is 
soon seeing rats squeezing their 
repulsive bodies out of people’s 
mouths and a plague of roaches 
overrunning the clinic’s medicine 
freezer with a vengeance enough to 
cause Muhammad Alito throw 
away his D-Con and flee for cover. 
The Dauph hasn’t hallucinated like 
that since he ignored the warnings 
about the brown acid at 
Woodstock. 

Speaking of the past, some of the 
other patients at the clinic are mired 

- in it. There’s the messiah, a hollow- 
faced loony who thinks he’s—yeah, 
you guessed it—and stares at the 
walls a lot. Which, come to think of 
it, might be what J.C. would do if 
he returned to earth and found 
himself in Georgia. 

Less menacing but no less brain- 
fried is the burly black army veteran 
who thinks the Vietnam war is still 
going on. He keeps saying things 
like “We'll win this thing” and 
“Once we get out of Nam.” Many 
in the audience at the Loew’s 
Orpheum on 86th Street agreed 
with these sentiments and seemed 
puzzled that the rest of us were 
chortling into our hot buttered. Nice 
to know that current events are only 
current for some. (Now if we could 
just get this Iranian hostage thing 
over with.) 

Harrold’s boss at the hospital, 
Paul Freeman, is Rick Johnson’s 
kind of psychiatrist. He wants to 
forget about finding the 
deep-seated reasons for Zeljko’s 
(another try, typesetters) amnesia 
and just strap him down ona hard 
table and give him shock 
treatment. Maybe play him a few 
Kansas tunes just to make him 
squirm. 

Naturally, the chief doc is 
challenged by Harrold who 
considers him a barbaric, insensitive 
lout. A greater problem is what 
happens in the clinic when they try 
to apply the electrodes to Aeljko’s 
paranormal head. Doctors and 
nurses are catapulted into the 
ceiling, rockets of flame shoot out 
from the floor and broken shards of 
glass come flying from every 
direction. Easily the best hospital 
chaos scene since a mammoth 
infant exploded through the roof of 
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Question of the month: did Jerry 
dump Mick? Did he finally offer to 
marry her? Will he finally get some: 
Oil of Olay and slap it into those 
face furrows? Well, Jerry was flitting 
intercontinentally with Aussie 
(pronounced kang a roo’) 

racehorse zillionaire Robert 
Sangster— married but trying to 
forget about it—and Mick was seen 
in some dangerously swank New 
York nightclubs with chubette but 
loaded deb Cornelia Guest... but 
whether this is out-and-out war 
between the lovebirds or just tactical 
maneuvers, we'll have to see. Don’t 
bet on Jagger tying on the old ball 


and chain again...: Barry King/ Star File 


“Soon we will create a master 
race!” 


Zounds! Valerie Bertinelli 
peeled off 20 pounds of curves for a 
role in the TV movie I Was A 
Mail-Order Bride, therefore blasting 
out of the category of pizza mama, 
now and forever...or at least until 
she knocks back that plate of 
linguini over there... 

If it moves, make it your boyfriend: 
Britt Ekland, bent on having 
shrimp creole with every living male 
in the galaxy, is currently occupying 
herself with dim Phantom of the 
Stray Cats, a greasy young buck 
of 21 who won't have to read the 


an operating room in It’s Alive. 
Further complications arrive in 
the person of Shirley Knight who 
may or may not be The Sender's 
mother and who may or may not 
have died about a week earlier. 
Shirley has put on a few pounds 
since we last encountered her— 
guess she’s bee 1 sticking pretty 
close to that David Crosby Diet. 
Either that, or it was makeup, in 
which case, sorry, Shirl, and we 
loved ya in Beyond The Poseidon 


Kama Sutra after this... _ 
International hair spray celeb Rula 
Lenska is tying the knot with Brit 
actor Dennis Waterman, and 
has put in her order for an 
embossed set of rolling pins. 
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Rick wonders if Belinda'’s head 
can spin around, too! 


Lead Go-Go Belinda Carlisle 
seems to have settled down a bit, 
under the steadying influence of 
bat-wielding beau Mike Marshall 
of the L.A. Dodgers...the manly 
Mike likes his Belinda just the way 
she is, without punked out hair or 
nada generation togs. OK, so which 
Go-Go is being rushed by that other 
Dodger, Bob Welch? — Drummer 
Gina, who wears Bobby’s baseball 
shirt onstage, or the cagey 
Charlotte? Pay attention! 

Word is that hunky Prince 
Andrew hasn’t abandoned his 
tropical sweetie Koo Stark 
(whose soft porn epics are being 
rush-released here and in Blighty) 
but in fact snuck—that’s right, 
snuck the ravissant Koo into his 
Palace digs for a recap of their 
steamy island adventures. While 
the Queen’s away, etc. Meanwhile, 
Lady Diis reported to be sinking 
rapidly into a case of post-partum 
anorexia, at least according to the 
Fleet Street hacks who make their 
living batting out such stories. And 
disinterested observers will confirm 
that Diana’s arms looked a 
little...spindly during a recent public 
appearance. Husband Princey is 
said to be force-feeding Di tapioca 
and bread pudding, so we'll see... 
Just what was Angie Dickinson 
doing in an Encino restaurant 
with...“‘the Doobie Brothers?” 
Has Ange reunited them? This is 
hot stuff! 

Pamela Sue Martin turned 
down an offer of a spin-off series of 


Adventure. 

See The Sender and be scared by 
the dreams of Zeljko Ivanek. Or is it 
Zekljo lanvek? Or rather Zejlko 
Ikanev? Or maybe.... 

ww 

Coming attraction trailers are 
designed to make you want to go 
see the movie, right? So how come 
the trailer for Q, which is supposed 
to be a monster film depicting 
Quetzalcoatl, the legendary Aztec 
bird-snake, shows you a pathetic 
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her own—spin-off from 
D-d-d-dynasty, that is—and is 
co-starJohndames 
steaming... The suave James, who 
plays Pamela Sue’s husband in 
Dynasty, got all worked up about 
co-starring in their own series, only 
to have his hopes dashed by the 
cautious Ms. Martin, who feared a 
flop. 

We're instituting an Eyebrow Hall of 
Fame, and this month’s entry is 
dessica Harper, whose beetly 
brows dominated the screen in the 
recent My Favorite Year, not 

only rendering the rest of her 
features invisible, but upstaging her 
co-stars and the scenery! Bravo, 
Jessie, and whatever you 
do—don’t weaken and trim those 
hedges. Remember the high 
standards set by Hall of Famers 
Margaux Hemingway, Mariel 
Hemingway, Brooke Shields, 
Nastassia Kinski, Elizabeth 
McGovern, Jerry Hall, etc., 
etc.,—unshaven gals, all. 


‘Ann Clittord/ DMI 


Sting is so rich he can actually 
wear Brooke Shields! 


The curvaceous Stimg was sniffed 
out in Toronto recently by CREEM 
spies, who sleep not until they track 
down these blond reggae rockers. 
Sting-boy was in T.O. to promote 
the recent Brimstone & Treacle, 
when he decided to pop off toa 
local club, Mr. T.’s, and spin discs 
for the crowd. Sting: we saw what 
you did... 

It was printed in a Detroit 
newspaper that the actor Jack 
Weston, one of our faves if only 
for The Hathaways, had died. We 
would like to clear this up, so 
anyone with any information, 
please call this pop stand! 

What? Donna Dixon to go out 
with every male CREEM editor, 
one at atime? Details next month... 


rubberized fraud that looks like a 
pregnant garden hose welded toa 
pair of mudguards flapping around 
on the tower of the Chrysler 
Building, where my dentist has his 
office fer Krissakes? No one who 
saw this trailer went to see this 
movie, and that iricludes yours 
truly. There’s such a thing as 
carrying truth in advertising too far! 
Hey producers, just show us the 
screaming teenagers and we'll buy 
the tickets, okay? wy 
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MIXED 
EMOTIONS 


by Cynthia Rose 


Autumn is always that time when issues 
both new and old begin to surface, and 
Britain’s been staggering under a surfeit of 
repeats. There are always at least two 
people (currently David Sylvian and 
Bauhaus) playing at being Bowie again, 
and there’s also Edsel, F-Beat’s new indie 
label for re-issues. It’s “Demonic Sound” 
is meant as a sidebar to F-Beat’s modern 
Demon subsidiary: so far it’s given us The 
Escorts From The Blue Angel, The Mer- 
seybeats, Little Richard’s Get Down With 
It! and Let’s Stomp—compilation — of 
Liverpool Beat combos like Rory Storm & 
the Hurricanes, Derry White and the 
Pressmen, Mark Peters and the Silhou- 
ettes, Sonny Webb and the Cascades, and 
Faron’s Flamingos. 

The newest hot issue is this week’s debut 
of Channel 4—the first new channel on 
British TV in 18 years! It’s slightly anti-cli- 
matic to discover that its schedules already 
contain a depressingly high number of 
repeats (the fourth channel is financed 
through subscriptions set by Britain’s 
Independent Broadcasting Company; with 
London Weekend TV set to supply 
Channel 4 with 130 hours of showtime 
and Thames TV 80 hours). 

So far, Channel 4 has demonstrated a 
strong preference for cheap, studio-based 


programming—which means it’s unlikely . 


you'll see much of its viewing through 
overseas sales. But the choices of its 
commissioning editor for music, Andy 
Park (a longtime jazz buff), may fill.in les 
Anglos a bit further on American musical 
tastes—since, in addition to a six-part 
-series on reggae history, scheduled shows 
include “TexMex,” “Chase The Devil” (on 
religion and Appalachian music), and 
“Piano Players Rarely Play Together” 
(featuring the late Professor Longhair). 
Appearances have been promised from a 
roster which stretches from the Art 
Ensemble of Chicago and Gil Scott-Heron 
to Robert Ashley videos and Meredith 
Monk. If successful, these could serve as 
compensation for the horrific pop maga- 
zine-for-morons format Channel 4’s more 
downmarket The Tube has copied from 
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Robert Gordon wants to bear 
Suzanne Somers’ child! 


the BBC’s dreaded Old Grey Whistle Test. 

One film we're certain not to see on 
Channel 4, however, is John Maybury’s 
The Court Of Miracles. A melange of a 
semi-Kenneth Anger (i.e., highly colorful 
banality), “Miracles” flopped during its 
short London run, but is notable for two 
points. One is that it contains Siouxsie 
Sioux’s celluloid debut, gazing moodily 
into space for a few minutes—and at 
another point scraping some gold sequins 
from her face. 

The other factor is that the film’s earsplit- 
ting “tribal” sound-track was composed by 
musicienne Virginia Astley, sister-in-law of 
Pete Townshend and keyboardist on part 
of his last solo outing. At the moment, 
Astley is what the English popular press 
like to hail as a ‘Top Girl’. 

One of twins, Virginia was raised in rural 
Oxfordshire. Her recent press and her 
Guildhall School of Music pedigree make 
her out to be the perfect English rose: a 
Hayley Mills part she looks and plays both 
in the flesh and on the sleeve of “A Bao A 
Qu,” her arty EP. (This EP employs Pete 
Townshend’s daughters on backing vocals 
and young Simon Townshend’s ex-bass 
player, Tony Butler; at the time of James 
Honeyman-Scott’s death, Butler was Pre- 
tending in place of the departed Pete 
Farndon). 

Astley first attracted national attention 


Virginia Astley doesn't believe that 
Hayley Mills exists! 


with her trio the Ravishing Beauties, who 
toured with the Teardrop Explodes. The 
other two Beauties were model Kate St. 
John and. Nicola Holland, now “musical 
Directress” of the Fun Boy Three. While 
Virginia was recording an LP of “summer 
sounds” entitled From Gardens Where We 
Feel Secure, the original team disbanded 
but a new pair (Ginny Huwes and Anne 
Stephenson, formerly busking buddies in 
Humoresque) were quickly recruited. 

To American ears, Virginia Astley’s 
breathy voice and posh pronunciations 
probably sound more like childishness than 
“charm,” and her songs resemble classy — 
nursery rhymes more than pop. Certainly 
their sweet sweep and the public school 
chorale arrangements used are as em- 
bedded in a mythical, pastoral English 
childhood as Brideshead Revisited (“From 
Gardens” might be the soundtrack to The 
Go-Between). But musically they are 
accomplished enough to put away 90% of 
the male lucky-streak-in-dancing-school 
competition. “When I’m cheerful I get 
drunk and when I’m depressed I write 
songs,” Ms. Astley told the press—there- 
fore establishing that even her modus 
operandi equates with that of the male 
composing competition. 

From Gardens Where We Feel Secure— 
originally recorded for Liverpool label 
Zoo—remains unreleased as yet. But it 
looks like Astley will have another single 
soon: the perversely fetching “Love Is A 
Lonely Place To Be” should be out on 
Why-Fi and can be recommended to any 
BBC period drama addict. 

Period drama in a more robust vein is 
packing out London’s tiny Lyric Studio 
Theatre, where Lene Lovich has success- 
fully made her acting debut in the self-pen- 
ned Mata Hari. Hardly the average 
Rodgers and Hammerstein, Lene and Les 
Chappell (who, along with Chris Judge 
Smith, scored the show) interrupted 
rehearsals for a week when they flew to 
New York and mixed Lene’s new LP No 
Man’s Land at the Power Station. 

Deplaning once more in London, Lene 
said she faced “rehearsing at 10:30 that 
night and then finishing 14 songs.” All of 
which led to a cast-wide dose of virulent flu 
that almost cancelled the show’s press 
night and left the Lovich lungs less than 
full-strength. Backstage honey and lemon 
notwithstanding, however, Mata Hari pro- 
ved a treat—experimental but not indul- 
gent, clever without being tricksy, imagina- 
tive and amusing. Lene says she is 
“satisfied” with the experience and hopes 
she gave “a picture of a woman with a lot 
of spirit who got caught up in the most 
extraordinary circumstances—just a cameo 
of how she reacted as a woman.” 

Certainly the musical reactions the team 
orchestrated—and Lene enacted—were 
fluid and informative, often as delicate as 
the Javanese shadow puppets which . 
depicted Mata’s travels on a scrim at the 
back of the stage. 

Mata Hari also displayed some cunning 
costumes, half designed by its star, and a 
clever doubling-up of roles. (Ms. Lovich 
not only portrayed the heroine, but also 
did a brief turn as one of those fatalistic 
torch singers whose rise at the time of WWI 
won Mata Hari’s audiences away.) 
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If you've been ignoring the CREEM Closet, you've really 
missed the latest fashion bandwagon! That's right! If Calvin 
Klein and Gloria Vanderbilt are starting to get your goat, 
then try the latest from Boy Howdy! Forget about Brooke 
Shields! You, too, can be a fashion plate star in the gym, on 
the beach, in the bedroom, or wherever! 

We've got everything to fill your fashion needs, be it 
T-shirts, jackets or athletic apparel. So don't be a fashion 
bore! Be a Boy Howdy fashion star with the latest out of the 
CREEM Closet! Just fill out the handy coupon below and send 
money TODAY! Yow! 


Encl heck d d send to: 
ORDER FORM cacem closet, P.0. Box-1064, Birmingham, MI 48012 


$9.00 D LJ CREEM Grey V-Neck Sweatshirt 
$9.00 LJ) CREEM Matching Grey Sweatpants 
$6.00 Lj Both of the above items 

$7.00 L) CREEM Grey Shorts 

$7.00 L) CREEM Baseball Jacket—White 
$7.00 CL} CREEM Baseball Jacket—Black 
$7.00 CL] CREEM Bag 

$4.00 CL) CREEM Chemise Top—Black 

$8.00 C) CREEM Chemise Top—White 

$8.00 L] CREEM Inside-Out Sweatshirt 


Check item and circle size: 

C) Boy Howdy Jersey—Black 

CL) Boy Howdy Jersey—Red 

CL) CREEM Baseball Hat—Black 

C] Boy Howdy Tank-Top 

L) Boy Howdy T-Shirt 

L] Boy Howdy Shorts—Red Stripe 
L) Boy Howdy Shorts—Blue Stripe 
LC] CREEM Headband—White 

CL} CREEM Black T-Shirt 

CL] CREEM Grey Jock-Shirt 


SS S355 SF 


Add $1.50 per order for postage and handling. 
Michigan residents add 4% sales tax. 


TOTAL AMOUNT ENCLOSED $ satis Eieta 


DO NOT SEND CASH. Allow 4-6 weeks for delivery 
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LED ZEPPELIN 
Coda 
(Swan Song) 


by Billy Altman 

First of all, let me confess that I 
would have given anything to be a 
bat on the wall at Jimmy Page’s 
castle the night the Atlantic brain 
trust showed up to talk him into 
piecing together Coda, the “new” 
Led Zeppelin album of previous un- 
released outtakes taken from re- 
cording sessions throughout Zep’s 
humongous career as the reigning 
rock’n’ roll band of the last decade. 
“Oi Jimmy,” I could’ ve heard them 
whining, “at least before it was only 
a jungle; now it’s a farshtinkener 
arcade out there! Who can argue 
with a quarter? Look, take another 
million—this one off the books. 
Name it, you got it, OK? I mean, 
we have to have something to save 
the year. You want to know how 
bad things are? I'll tell you how bad 
things are. The Vanilla Fudge have 
reformed. And it was our idea! You 
sure we can’t talk you into a new 
drummer, like Varner’s did with 
that guy with a big nose, whats- 
zisname, Townsberg? We can find a 
sponsor, Jimmy. National, yet. It 
may be a shampoo...you’re not 
getting your hair cut also, are you?” 
And onand on. 

Anyway, Coda is now upon us, 
and perhaps the best thing one can 
say is that it’s almost impossible to 
_ make either too much or too little 
out of the record. Whether this was 
really all that Zeppelin had stored 
up in the vaults is between you, me, 
and the accountants, but I would 
wager a yes vote in light of the fact 
that, of the eight tracks here, two 
are covers and one is literally just 
John Bonham thrashing away at all 
those drums of his. And; the 
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remaining five clock in at an 
average of under four and a half 
minutes, a full 60 seconds tess than 
the time it usually takes just for 
these guys to boil water (“Commu- 
nication Breakdown,” “Immigrant 
Song,” “Tangerine,” “Rock ’n’ 
Roll,” and “Dancing Days” exclud- 
ed, of course). 

Which is not to say that Coda is 
without worth, because it does have 
its strong points. Especially on side 
two, where discounting “Bonzo’s 
Montreux,” and the aforemention- 
ed crash course in headbanging 
augmented solely by Page’s “elec- 
tronic treatments” (utterly aimless 
percussive noodling on the old 
synth), there are three songs all 
recorded in ’78 that make you wish 
that In Through The Out Door had 
been the double album instead of 
Physical Graffiti (that record is 
pretty much what! thought this one 
was going to sound like, but without 
the custard pie “Boogie With Stu” 
or “Kashmir’). “Wearing And Tear- 
ing’ is this album’s winner of the 
Black Dog seal of mayhem award 
for its barefoot-in-Bizzaroland 


This jet cannot hear itself thinking over the noise of John Bonham's T-shirt. 


Bob Gruen 


breakneck riffing and what is un- 
doubtedly the most outre Buddy 
Holly reference I’ve ever heard, 
when right near the end, Page 
tosses into the whirlwind the intro 
from “I’m Gonna Love You Too.” 
“Ozone Baby” sports some authen- 
tic radioactive guitar spillage 
as well as sleight-of-hand dribble ’n’ 
shoot basswork by John Paul 
Jones. And “Darlene,” with its 
piano-shufflin’ 50s ease and Plant's 
unhippified “I got a pink carnation 
and a pick-up truck” stance, neatly 
foreshadows most of what's going 
on on Pictures At Eleven. 

As for side one, well, each track 
is moderately representative where 
Zeppelin was at various points in 
time. A ’69 recording of Ben E, 
King (?)’s “We're Gonna Groove” 
smacks of the bad white boy funk 
Zep tried to invent on Led Zeppelin 
Il, ’70s “Poor Tom” has the 
peaceful acoustic looniness that 
earmarked Led Zep III, a live cover 
of “I Can’t Quit You Baby” recalls 
the band’s earliest bouts of blues 
perversion fever and will no doubt 
make Willie Dixon a very happy 


man when the royalty check 
arrives. The closing track, “Walter’s 
Walk” (if nothing else, Led Zeppe- 
lin set the record for: song titles 
based on nothing in the lyrics), 
features that most standard Jimmy 
Page ttick, the patented steal-from- 
yourself guitar workout, since you 
can plainly make out the riff pattern 
from Presence’s “Hots On For 
Nowhere,” a mere four years early 
right here (just how many times did 
he use and re-use the Yardbirds’ 
“White Summer” and “Tinker Tail- 
or Soldier Sailor” anyway?). Then 
again, one of the great things about 
Led Zeppelin—and there certainly 
were many—was their utter chutz- 
pah in the face of all taste, until they 
ironically became the face of heavy 
metal taste itself. And, considering 
the fact that eight tracks’, or even 
four tracks’, worth of little more 
than disconnected drum and bass 
parts with regular intervals of Plant- 
ian shrieks and Page guitar snorts 
would have sold the same amount 
of copies as Coda will, their world, 
then, ends not with a bang but with 
class—and with a winner. 
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PRINCE 
1999 
(Warner Bros.) 


by Richard Riegel 

Rick James, in CREEM last year, 
was quoted on the subject of his 
funkbunny rival, Prince: “Long as 
he’s in that pantyhose, he can 
forget it.” Yep, same Rick James 
who wears long-dreadlocked wigs 
all the time, but ain’t no faggot 
nevertheless, why he’s got women 
practically hanging onto his cock 
whenever he strides onstage... 
Same diff back home, black guy I 
know doesn’t want his teen daugh- 
ter bringing any Prince records into 
the house, any brother who’d wear 
all those bitch garments in public is 
a bit sus-pect, at least, and yet this 
same protective pop’s a Shriner his 
own self, he'll jump into his 
silky-trousered zouave suit and 
parade down the street on a 
moment's notice—it seems there’s 
dressing-up, and then there’s dress- 


DONALD FAGEN 
The Nightfly 


(Warner Bros.) 


Despite whatever initial impress- 
ions you might get from hearing it 
on the radio, this is not the new 
Steely Dan album minus an appar- 
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ing-up, and Prince has been caught 
in the latter, with his meat stuffed 
into the opposite sex’s L’eggs. 

All this controversy over Prince’s 
genderbendered image, before he’s 
even fully emerged from the chart- 
ed confines of his soul background, 
sounds real sweet to this terminal 
white boy, ‘cause it promises that 
when (not if) Prince makes his big 
racial-popularity crossover leap, 
he’s gonna shake up our moribund 
Caucasian pop scene real good. 
Chuck Berry must've seemed just 
as threatening to his own startled 
race back in ’55, ’cause he sang so 
knowingly, so almost panderingly, 
about white teendreams like V-8 
Fords, and yet he was such a 
subversive, insolent smartass all the 
same, Tomming was the furthest 
thing from Chuck’s duckwalking 
mind. 

Oh yeah, I’m as much of a 
honky-come-lately in the Prince 
camp as the next blanche.Nothing 
on Prince’s first couple LPs seemed 
to justify the grandiose 18-yr.-old- 
boy- genius- has- it- all- figured- out 
hype that accompanied them. Like 
most whiteys, I suddenly jumped 
aboard with his third album, Dirty 
Mind, in my case because that was 
the record where Prince finally 
admitted he was the eye of a 
cyclonic funkrock band, and that 
his proclaimed genius owed as 
much to Lisa Coleman’s and Dr. 
Fink’s squirrely, itchy keyboards, 
and Dez’s coldstun guitars, as it did 
to his own leering soprano and 
smirky lyrics. 

Okay, so Prince’s Controversy 
marked time last year (some com- 
plained about Prince waving all 
those freak-flag protest slogans in 
their faces, they wanted more of his 
magic wand, 7” or more), that’s all 
behind, let’s get into the new 1999. 
Sounds to me like he’s finally 
realized all the juju goodies he’s 
always threatened to unleash on us, 
this time the curved-keyboard beat 


ently expendable Walter Becker— 
nope, this one is different. For one 
thing, it is, you should pardon the 
expression, a concept album, and 
not just in the overheated mind of 
some Rolling Stone critic, since 
Fagen himself tips his hand in a 
brief liner note. And the concept, 
“certain fantasies that might have 
been entertained by a young man 
growing up in the remote suburbs of 
a northeastern city during the late 
fifties and early sixties” is certainly a 
departure from recent Steely con- 
cerns (to the extent that those 
concerns have been deciphered). 


‘Also those famous “tasty” fusion 


arrangements have been tampered 
with here, the pared down Gaucho 
approach (so disappointing after 
the promise of Aja) which left critics 
praising the little arrangemental 
touches—what else was there?— 
having been abandoned for a fuller 
blown and more referential one. 


Robert Matheu 


People with this much energy 
belong in mousetraps. 


and the “protest” jabs are so 
jammed-tight intertwined they're 
like some insoluble racial mixture 
you can neglect at your own risk. 

‘Course Prince had to spread his 
11 1999 jams out over four 
sides to accomplish the feat, but 
both discs are crammed into one 
pocket, in recognition of our hard 
times, and none of the 11 jams is 
overlong or boring, even if it is this 
youngblood’s fifth album (trappings 
of success beckon.) Weird thing is, I 
farted when I read the early Prince 
publicity that compared him to Jimi 
Hendrix, and yet the album that 
1999 most suggests to me is Electric 
Ladyland, in the way the four sides 
don’t obey any grand thematic 
design, as much as they just get it 
up in yer face with potent gem after 
hidden gem. 

Title cut of 1999’s about gettin’ 
down one more time, before Thuh 
Bomb falls, pure existential party 
stuff, and yet Prince is pushing for 
nuke disarmament in his own 
subtle-squeak way, implication is 
that his orgasms are apocalyptic 


And finally the lyrics, though sung 
in Fagen’s familiar mushy-mouthed 
but effective style, are different too, 
private jokes and fragmented imag- 
ery having been largely replaced by 
plain spoken irony. 

And ironic is the main mood 
here. When “I.G.Y. (Internation- 
al Geophysical Year),” with its 
catchy chorus of “what a beautiful 
world this will be/what a glorious 
time to be free,” is overheard on the 
radio, it comes across .as a pleasant 
if slightly sappy little ditty (played on 
our local “jazz” station, where 
“slightly sappy” is a genre unto it- 
self, it fits right it). But closer 
listening and the handy lyric sheet 
reveal that the song’s starry-eyed 
future is being seen from a per- 
spective of about 20 years ago, a 
time when future utopias seemed 
more probable than they do now. 
After the singer mentions those 
wondrous and nourishing inno- 


enough already, he don’t need the 
Bomb threat spicing ’em up. Same 
mixed combo in “Lady Cab Driver” 
(a sideways ref to Prince’s Jodie- 
Foster-let’s-talk-to-Ronnie —_obses- 
sions?), Prince gets down in the 
back seat with his driver, and his 


thrusts change from angry grunts 


(“This is for the women, so 
beautifully complected.”) as his 
ardor peaks. You can ask him 
whether a rape occurred, as he 
nods off in his trademark postcoital 


4 voluptuousness. 


Those are protest numbers (I 
think), but then there are more 
pleasant sensual encounters, like 
“Little Red Corvette,” an organ- 


| teaser where the ‘Vette cockpit and 


its sun-warmed seats are a perfect 


4 metaphor for that part of the female 


anatomy Prince’s always aimed his 
shaft toward (and U thought he just 
jacked off in his pantyhose). Similar 
turf in “Let's Pretend We’re 
Married,” Prince envisions the con- 
nubial bed as a chance to “go all 


nite,” same endearingly naive con-- 


cept the Beach Boys propagated in 
“Wouldn't It Be Nice” so many 
years ago. Or “D.M.S.R.,” = 
“Dance Music Sex Romance,” the 
four basic elements, as any British 
synth funkers coulda told you, but 
Prince thought of it first. Funk, 
intelligence, more funk & more 
intelligence. 

Special packaging note to print- 
ed-word consumers: 1999's lyric 
sheets don’t necessarily publish 
every syllable Prince mouths, in fact 
they draw a complete blank on the 
verbal workout “All the Critics Love 
U in New York,” so lissen close! 
Special packaging note to Rick J. 
and friend in the first paragraph: 
One 1999 liner photo shows Prince 
in bed, with the indigo sheets pulled 
back just far enough over his cute 
ass to reveal...he forgot to stop by 
the No Nonsense rack at his 
supermart this week! So it’s okay if 
you like him! 


vations that once seemed inevitable 
to a naively optimistic present 
—space stations, widespread solar 
energy, controlled climates—we get 
the kicker, the punchline that elicits 
the rueful laugh that Fagen seems 
keen on provoking throughout the 
album, when he forsees “a machine 
to make big decisions/ Programmed 
by fellows with compassion and 
vision/We’ll be clean when their 
work is done/We'll be eternally free 
yes and eternally young.” Far from 
being the sing-along pap we 
thought we heard on the radio, this 
is one very sad song. Similarly, 


“New Frontier,” set at a party in a | 


fallout shelter, conjures an era of 
would-be sophistication with a 


string of arch references—Tuesday | 


Weld, Ambush, French twist, the 
limbo, Brubeck (the last referred to 
as “an artist, a pioneer,” an over- 
generous assessment but revealing 
of the callow narrator) and then 


cade: 
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derives a great deal of poignancy 
from the fact that we know what’s 
going to happen—assassinations, 
Vietnam, Watergate, Reagan—and 
how the youthful idealism will 
curdle and sour into cynicism and 
apathy and worse. 

On the other songs the mood of 
melancholic irony is less prominent. 
“Green Flower Street” (the title is 
probably a respectful nod to the jazz 
standard “On Green Dolphin 
Street”) and .“The Nightfly” are 
both youthful ideas of exotic adult 
endeavors, the first being a subur- 
ban kid’s purple dream of urban 
romance, in this instance West Side 
Story with an Oriental variation, the 
later being about a DJ on a 
combination talk and jazz show (say 
what?), a hard case with a soft 
heart, spinning the jams and handi- 
ing the crank calls with deadpan 
aplomb. The music here is a little 
Dannish, which is to say low-keyed 
and ominous (even a cover of that 
harmless old chestnut “Ruby Baby” 
comes across as menacing) but 
jazzier with nice bits from pianist 
Greg Phillinganes and tenor saxist 
Michael Brecker (and better he than 
the execrable Tom Scott). “Maxine” 
is done as a Four Freshmen/Hi- 
Los type number, a pretty but 
anemic style that comments on its 
young lust story, while “Walk 
Between Raindrops’”’s weepy lyrics 
are cleverly disguised by an upbeat 
organ/guitar group sound and 
shuffling rhythm. 

Consider this with Nebraska and 
we may have the makings of a 
trend here—the admirable state- 
ment by the singular artist that aims 
to depress the hell out of every- 
body. Well, better depressing than 
misleading. And it’s not really that 
downbeat...Fagen’s lightly swinging 
surfaces and evocations of New 
Frontier optimism are so engaging 
that if you listen casually you won't 
even have to bother with the 
message. No harm in staying 
ignorant, right? 

Richard C. Walls 
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HALL & OATES 
H20 
(RCA) 


by Laura Fissinger 

Caveat: much of the following 
has been said before. But hey, 
boys, you keep delivering the same 
old goods and we hacks will be 
more dutiful than Pavlov’s dogs. 

To wit: H2O is very much like 
the women Hall and Oates have 
been writing about all along, espe- 
cially women that are not dogs. The 
inference is that they are sleek, 
temperately trendy, appropriately 
smart and quirky, and grotesquely 
self-centered—involved enough to 
have had herpes, but detached 
enough to have cured themselves. 
Single-handedly. 

So how does any red-blooded 
person (or dog) react to such 
deadly splendor? Bow wow! Get 
down, be white, get funky, get 
yours, get off, go home, feel like 
woof. In an era of unprecedented 
pop gorgeousness that technology 
has now wrought, nobody white 


first successful artistic statement 
since the exquisitely haunting story 
song cycle, Hejira, in 1976. Having 
relegated to the back burner her 
frustrating, if fearless, commitment 


§7 to jazz (The Hissing Of Summer 


JONI MITCHELL 
Wild Things Run Fast 
(Geffen) 


Wild Things Run Fast, Joni 
Mitchell’s most accessible album 
since the exuberant 1974 master- 
work Court And Spark, is also her 
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Lawns, Don Juan’s Reckless 
Daughter, Mingus), Mitchell opts 
here for standard, pop-length songs 
with relatively melodic structures 
that she and her small 
perform in a joyful, loose-limbed 
fashion—indeed ‘‘Solid Love,” 
“Underneath The Streetlight,” and 
the title song are refreshingly direct 
celebrations of the rock ’n’ roll 
backbeat. And the giddiness signal- 
ing that accessibility was her aim 
(“Big Yellow Taxi,” “Raised On 
Robbery,” “Twisted”) turns up here 
in an off-the-cuff cover of Leiber/ 
Stoller’s “(You're So Square) Baby, 
I Don’t Care.” 

But ever the consummate pop 
artist, Joni Mitchell also incorpo- 
rates into her patented, quirky 
musical melange various stylistic 


band” 


» 


makes sensate sartori like Daryl Hall 
and John Oates. They have evolv- 
ed into producers of spectacular 
restraint and imagination, and they 
write melodies that have you rolling 
over before you even know you’ve 
‘received the command. And then 
there’s Daryl Hall’s singing voice, 
right up there with hot fudge and 
hot oil rubs as a quiver in the 
coccyx. Why he keeps using it to 
feed his image as a suave son of a 
bitch is a mystery to me. But J still 
wag my tail. 

H2O distinguishes itself in one 
way for sure—the duo’s (or is it 
Hall's?) always-lurking misogyny 
comes out of the doghouse here 
and sits in the living room slathering 
while the family has guests. “Man- 
eater’ revels in being danceable, 
tres moderne, crafted more careful- 


ly than a microchip, and it’s fuckin’ . 


caveman from start to stop. To one 
extent or another, so are “Crime 
Pays” (reptilian synthesizer), 
“Guessing Games” (pretty, pretty), 
“Go Solo” (emotional hook) and 
“Delayed Reaction” (they can do 
Nick Lowe better than Dave Ed- 
munds!). “Open All Night’ is the 
worst, however—here’s a_ tune 
about how some woman is more 
accessible than a 7-ll. Bark. 

What cracks me up about this 
smart boys’s guide to covert sexism 
is its pretense to victim status. How 
many women, liberated or other- 
wise, are going to play seriously 
stupid head games with men who 
are talented, rich, sexy and famous. 
I rest my case. 

But just like another liberated 
rock boy recently said, I keep going 
back because it hurts so good. And 


elements that were at the heart of 
Hejira or the jazz albums. The 
informal, conversational “Chinese 
Cafe” and the personal rumina- 
tions, “Ladies’ Man” and “Man To 
Man,” have the intimate, slowly 
unfolding narrative flow that made 
Hejira so subtly captivating. And in 
“Moon At The Window,” and “Be 
Cool,” Mitchell's advice-to-the- 
loveworn are underscored with 
tensile rhythms and syncopated 
phrasing to indicate the influence of 
verbal expression over musical 
form. Familiarity and flexibility 
combine to imbue Wild Things Run 
Fast with an unfettered, easy 
playfulness. It follows that Mitchell 
sings with eager abandon, lightly 
cavorting from note to note, rather 
than nervously edging her way 
through. 

The album’s final cut, “Love” 
(adapted from | Corinthians, Chap- 
ter 13), reaffirms that Mitchell is still 
driven by the credo of the true 
romantic: ‘“Love’s the greatest 
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Daryl and John's hairdos have 
fallen in love with each other! 


because when the heart and humor 
does come through, it’s like steak 
after three weeks of soup bones. As 
human beings, they are writing 
below their ability; these moments 
prove it. And as a dogged devotee 
for the entire 11-year span of their 
career, that severely ticks me off. 

How’s this for a footnote: Hall’s 
longtime companion, Sara Allen, 
and her sister (?) Janna Allen help 
Daryl to write librettos. Well, who 
ever said sisterhood wasn’t dog eat 
dog? 

It should also be pointed out that 
when Oates gets a chance to write 
solo on H20, he changes the 
subliminal tone entirely. “Italian 
Girls” is funny, loving unpreten- 
tious: “At Tension,” after two or 
three go-rounds, becomes a natty, 
low-key confession of paralytic 
vulnerability. 

Anyway. This LP is gorgeous 
and hostile and I'll play it a lot, in 
spite and despite. A little hair of the 
dog that bit you...Aoooowhhh- 
hoooo! 


beauty.” But the hopeless idealism 
that this line might once have 
suggested has been transformed: 
into an optimistic statement of 
realistic possibility. Having given up 
her tortured self-doubting and de- 
structive attempts to analyze love’s 
ineluctably mysterious nature, Mit- 
chell displays the mature compo- 
sure to distance herself from the 
past right at the start, in “Chinese 
Cafe”—“We’re middle-class/ We’ re 
middle-aged/We were wild in the 
old days’—and to acknowledge, 
albeit wistfully, that “Nothing lasts 
forever.” This isn’t an expression of 
defeat, though; Mitchell simply 
realizes that naive belief won’t make 
anyone’s dreams come true. Sing- 
ing a verse of “Unchained Melody,” 
she recalls, with amused detach- 
ment, the innocent origins of her 
former blind faith. 

Mitchell’s more patient approach 
to romance isn’t necessarily reward- 
ed by smooth couplings, however: 
“Man To Man,” “Ladies’ Man,” and 
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“Wild Things Run Fast” are all 
concerned with unfulfilling or im- 
perative self-hectoring, she tosses 
away—in fading, hushed tones— 
the questions that end “Chinese 
Cafe” and the title song, and she 
even can mock her previous obses- 
sional stance: “Well, I’ve known 
heartbreakers” (“Ladies’ Man’)... 
“Love has always made me feel so 
uneasy” (“Solid Love”). 

The hopeful determination that 
inspirits Wild Things Run Fast 
becomes pure elation in “Solid 
Love’ and “Underneath The 
Streetlight,” both of which find 
Mitchell rocking with gleeful won- 
der at finally being involved in.a 
successful, healthy relationship. In 
the latter, the world takes on a 
magical glow as Mitchell exclaims, 
“Yes | do—I love you!” And in 
“Solid Love,” she ingeniously puts 
aside her poetic verbal skills to 
express her joy: “Unbelievable... 
Hot dog darlin’.”” Able at last to see 
“the moon at the window” without 
suffering over how to reach it, Joni 
Mitchell smiles. And, | think, the 
moon smiles back. 

Jim Feldman 


BUCK DHARMA 
Flat Out 
(Portrait) 


For me, Donald Roeser (Buck 
Dharma to you) has always been 
the heart and soul of Blue Oyster 
Cult, a band that usually gives love 
a low priority rating as a fit subject 
to celebrate in song. But Roeser, 


stepping out on his own on this, the . 


first Cult member solo album, 
makes no bones about what makes 
his motor run: Flat Out is chiefly 
concerned with the ins and outs of 
that crazy little thing called amore, 
and with neither a diz-buster nor a 
flaming telepath in sight. (Also 
happily absent are sci-fi bombastics, 
cornball sinisterisms and strained 
laser-likely posturings.) 

As Bubba Lou would say, love’s 
all over the place. “Born To Rock,” 
rambunctiously spurred on by the 


old Alice Cooper rhythm section, is’ 


not just any old fist-shaking state- 
ment of purpose; it’s about a guy 
whose parents conceived him while 
the Top 40 blasted out of the car 
radio. “That Summer Night” and 
“All Tied Up” deal respectively with 
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feelings of it’s-all-over agonizing 
and I-only-have-thighs-for-you in- 
fatuation. “Five Thirty-Five” revels 
in the same kind of after-work- 
assignations that Sheena Easton did 
on “Morning Train,” only with a 
better sense of uncontrollable 
urgency. 

“Cold Wind” is what “blows on 
the empty hearted” and its pervad- 
ing atmosphere of ominous uneasi- 
ness puts it in line behind such past 
Dharma-Cult mood unsettlers as “I 
Love The Night” and “(Don’t Fear) 
The Reaper.” And if you really 
crave heavy duty eeriness awash in 
deep tragedy, then immerse your- 
self in the tingling waters of ‘Your 
Loving Heart,” an unnerving epic 
of true love ways. The whole 
middle section gets needlessly mel- 
odramatic like some torturous TV 
movie, but it’s obliterated by Buck’s 
O. Henryesque finish, his best 
denouement since “Then Came 
The Last Days Of May.” 

You should also know that these 
songs all have striking arrange- 
ments, superbly plaintive vocals, 
and un-ostentatious guitar dynam- 
ics by the man whose incisive 
combinations. of metal and melody 
never cease to amaze. And, in 
closing, I'd just like to say that 
“Come Softly To Me” is one of the 
most loving remakes I’ve even 
heard, thanks to a beautiful assist 
from Sandy Roeser (Mrs. Buck 
Dharma to you). Flatly stated, Flat 
Out, is my kind of pleasant surprise. 
Craig Zeller 


THE ROCHES 
Keep On Doing 
(Warner Bros.) 


It’s taken me four years and three 
albums to find two good words for 
the Roches. What immediately en- 
deared this nouveau folkie family to 
most critics immediately made me 
cringe. With their Minnie-Pearl- 


goes-to-Greenwich-Village lounge- _ 


wear and retard routines (why 
didn’t anyone tell these sibs the 
telethon was over?), the a capella, 
off-kilter rounds of their debut were 
precious. And useless—unless you 
needed a souvenir of the trio’s 
coffeehouse performances. For the 
fan, the Roches preserved their live 
act. For the non-fan, they rarely 


ie 


Roches—Terre thinks: “Can the camera detect my 


hygiene breakdown?" 


transcended it. 

The Roches must have had 
second thoughts, too. On their 
second album, Nurds, they attempt- 
ed to back their bone-wry harmon- 
ies with a band. Unfortunately, they 
didn’t know how to use a band. The 
band didn’t have the slightest idea 
what to do with them either, and 
brought up the rear of the sisters’ 
marches like draftees with bad 
blisters. 

With Keep On Doing, the Roches 
sound as if they’re finally beginning 
to figure out how to make records. 
They still break phrases into a zillion 


syllables when a few would do just} 


fine, embroidering insignificant mo- 
ments as well as important ones. 
Maybe that’s because they’re used 
to depending on their unamplified 
selves to fill a room. Maybe it’s the 
only way each sister can get her 
own word in edgewise. 

The best songs on Keep On 
Doing are the straightest, not the 
novelties (like their standard stage 
encore, “Hallelujah”—a mistake 
here). They nicely deliver Maggie’s 
“Losing True” and George Gerdes’ 
“Steady With The Maestro,” letting 
the stories, not the vocal frills, 
dominate. Why they deliver David 
Massengill’s “On The Road To Fair- 
fax County”. at all is a mystery. 
Even Joan Baez, at her most 
sentimental, would say no to this 
smush. On “I Fell In Love,” the 
superfluous notes are struck by 
producer Robert Fripp, who 
couldn’t resist adding a discordant 
dash of King Crimson. His gizmo-y 
guitar here is cool but inappropriate 
—like ordering a_ bidet before 
you’ve even got a working toilet. A 
solid basic track might have been 


“more impressive than a tacked-on 


ego-Fripp. But within “I Fell” ’s tidy 
anecdote is a perverse wit that 
illustrates the levels the Roches are 
capable of operating on. Is the 
protagonist falling for her “Switch- 
blade flashing motorcycle freak” 
because she gets off on his shirt and 
tie or because she wants to be his 
mother? 

Despite a loopy, loping melody, 
“Jerks On The Loose” isn’t so neat 
once you start thinking about “Too 
Many Creeps” and “Want Not 
Want Not” has a cloddy chorus and 
cloddy piano stomp that ultimately 
defeats it. Maybe next time the 


Roches will trust a producer or 
arranger enough to let him (her?) 
help them make their anti-material- 
ism, nonconformity, humanity and 
humor accessible to the people who 
need it most. Who can’t identify 
with Suzzy and Terre Roche’s 
lament, “I wish there was a true 
love/I wish there was a great art”? If 
they were really smart, though, 
they’d know what to do: give it a 
beat and just let us dance. 


Deborah Frost. 
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MARVIN GAYE 
Midnight Love 
(Columbia) 


Marvin Gaye, the Muhammed 
Ali of the turntable, hasn’t floated 
like a butterfly since 1972’s “You're 
The Man” and parts of ’73’s Let’s 
Get It On, and plainly hasn’t stung 
like a bee since ’77’s “Got To Give 
It Up.” Still Gaye, like Ali, is a 
considerable presence, even in his 
self-imposed exile and such shad- 
ow-of-my-former-self LPs as ] Want 
You and In Our Lifetime. A true 
champion is always greater than the 
sum of his singles, but M.P.G. had 
clearly seen better days...a lot of 
them. 

What a pleasure, then, to report 
that on Midnight Love, Marvin’s 
first record in two years (and his first 
since parting with Motown founder 
Berry Gordy), the man does not 
coast and does not sing just well 
enough to win. Still the prettiest— 
and the greatest—he’s more scien- 
tific, too. With his career at a 
treacherous transition point—will 
he remain a force or slip into 
history?— he “deliberately set out 
to make the most commercial 
album that! could.” 


Lend. 
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GUN CLUB 
Miami 
(Animal/Chrysalis) 


by j. poet 

The Gun Club plays for keeps. 
Their songs crackle like dry corpse 
skin turning to parchment under the 
caress of a rattlesnake belly. Jeffrey 
Lee Pierce, Gun Club’s leader and 
-songwriter, is a Texan, and the 
“hollow wind of the prairie echos 
painfully through his tortured, 
shrieking vocals. When he sings 


Working almost entirely alone in 
a Belgian studio, Gaye handcrafted 
each track, playing most of the 
instruments and singing all the 
background vocals. Happily, there 
is none of the solo studio sterility 
that crops up in similar projects. 

' Midnight Love is as full of human 
touches and passion as any record 
this year. There are more echoed 
handclaps & fingerpops, for exam- 
ple, than in the entire recorded 
output of the Cupcakes, the Cook- 
ies and the Dixie Cups combined. 
Lots of life in the old boy yet, which 
you certainly know by now from 
“Sexual Healing,” the loping, 
graceful first single from the album. 
Effectively a jingle for fucking, 
“Sexual Healing” wins this year’s 
coveted Barry “I Don’t Want To 
See No Panties” White Medallion. 
Marvin even sings “Baby I’m hot 
just like an oven” so beautifully you 
just don’t care. 

Since Harvey Fuqua is credited 
as production advisor and mix 
master, the stunning ballad “ ‘Til 
Tomorrow” makes sense as a living 
testament to Harvey’s legendary 
vocal group the Moonglows where, 
after all, Gaye started his recording 
career. He here delivers simply the 


best recorded “oh babys”s since #.- 


mid-’60s Smokey, singing pure 
on-the-note tenor mixed with a few 
fadeaway jumpers. The Koolish 
“Rockin’ After Midnight’ sports a 
gorgeous floating bridge...“Call out 
in the name of love...” that Multiple 
Marvins sing in a loose sprung 
rhythm. The same MMs whoop 
merrily, nodding in the general 
direction of Bob Marley on the 


MOVING TARGETS 


you can almost feel an eroding 
riverbed beneath your feet and 
sense the frenzy of a man about to 
collapse like some sun-baked share- 
cropper’s shack after running too 
long and too hard to escape from a 


terror he doesn’t quite realize is | 


being carried within the confines of 
his own wounded heart. 

Take “Run Through The Jun- 
gle,” the old Creedence chestnut, 
for example. It’s noisily demolished 
and transformed into a primordial 
tale of misery. The new lyrics are 
replete with jealous murder and 
hints of necrophilia, with a bit of 
neo-pagan philosophizing thrown 
in for good measure. “Calling Up 
Thunder” starts off with the first 
dozen notes of “Dixie” and contin- 
ually repeats them, giving the track 
a feel something like Sun-Records- 
meets-an-Italian-B-Western. “Wat- 
ermelon Man” is full of big empty 
spaces wherein a supersonic distor- 
tion guitar buzzes like a horde of 


giant mosquitoes; and sports a. 


vocal that’s one long incoherent 
moan of angst. 

Every track on Miami shines like 
a fresh drop of blood. The album’s 


masterfully simple “Third World 
Girl.” 

And not a trace of pretention in 
the tracks. On “Turn On Some 
Music” (where Gaye sings his 
best “...honey, honey...”s since “I 
Heard It Through The Grapevine”) 
he tells his lover, “Put three albums 


_on baby/We’re gonna make it long, 


long, long.” At last a Hall of Fame 
star who, for all his gifts, remains 
absolutely unalienated from what 
he does best. The Stones studied 
him assiduously in ’64 and they still 
do today. They may even use Lem 
Barney and Mel Farr on their next 
LP. Meanwhile, Marvin Gaye is as 
back as a man can be. If white 
programmers wake up, radio just 
might get to be fun again. 

Jeff Nesin 


LINDA RONSTADT 
Get Closer 
(Asylum) 
For all the heavy breathing over 
Linda Ronstadt, I’ve always found 


The Gun Club are not paying attention to their bingo cards. 


a festival of dirty R&B zombie bass, 
amphetamine comedown amputee 
guitar lines that make the teeth 
gnash with tension, vocals that 
scream like lonesome ambulance 
sirens, and powerful garage drum- 
ming that grabs the guts like a short 
circuiting pacemaker. The songs, 
tangled visions of the endless urban 
nightmare, slash like the rusty 


her voice hard to really warm up to. 
It’s certainly nice and pretty and all 
that but, despite her sex kitten/ 
cheerleader image, it isn’t very 
sensual. In fact it’s usually a bit stiff 
and hospital-clean. In general | 
wouldn’t call her singing deeply 
emotional and she never sounds 
either wise, witty or ironic, which is 
why she really puts her foot in it 
when she covers smart-ass material 
like “Sail Away” or “Poor Poor 
Pitiful Me.” A lot of her other 
famous covers may be likeable 
enough as radio pop fluff, but her 
insistence on attempting so many 
songs already done brilliantly by 
others makes her a constant sitting 
duck target. The only way for her to 
survive the embarrassing compari- 
sons would be either to give her 
versions an individual passion, or 
else radically re-define them. Ron- 
stadt seldom has the wherewithal to 
excel with the former (there’s 
“Desperado” and, um, “Desper- 
ado,” and, um), and she’s never 
even taken a stab at the latter. Even 
most songs with her name scribbled 
all over them—those slow ballads 
offering 50 ways to love your 
leaver—have usually been done 
better elsewhere. (For the most 
telling example, match her “Love 
Has No Pride” up against Bonnie 
Raitt’s. Ronstadt’s reading is a 
mildly touching moment. Raitt’s is a 
revelation.) 

On her new album Ronstadt 
offers the usual mixture of famous, 
marginally known and brand new 
covers, with all-too predictable 
results. “The Moon Is A Harsh 
Mistress” is a perfect fit for Ron- 


razors, dance like bleached skele- 
tons and sing with the numbed lips 
of a bag lady on Romilar. The 
playing throughout has a kind of 
desperately driven psychosis of the 
lyrics. Like the boozers, losers and 
bluesers he so admires, Jeffrey Lee 
Pierce burns with the dark fire that 
can transform the bewildering pain 
of self destruction into great art. 


stadt’s character, and while she 
scores points in the bravura dept. 
by really shouting out those high 
notes, the real seven hankie award 
obviously goes to Joe Cocker’s 
classic interpretation. “Talk To Me 
Of Mendocino” has a gorgeous 
melody and Ronstadt takes a nice 
straightforward run at it but from 
any angle, the McGarrigles’ more 
full-bodied original wins hands 
down: The only other good track 
on the album, “My Blue Tears,” 
comes from the unreleased Dolly 
Parton-Emmylou Harris-Ronstadt 
LP, and here, Dolly's wonderful 
little-girl vibrato steals the show. 

The rest of the album is various 
degrees of dull. There are the usual 
snoozeable torch-ers, like “Easy For 
You To Say,” “Mr. Radio,” and 
“Sometimes You Just Can’t Win,” 
which includes harmonies from 
mush king J.D. Souther (nuff 
said). As expected, the sound of 
the studio band is pure Peter 
Asher-approved pod music. The 
title track has that forced pseudo- 
sexy “spunk” of many _rockier 
Ronstadt efforts like “Back In The 
U.S.A.” and “It’s So Easy,” but it’s | 
the fast-paced oldies, however, 
which get the worst treatment. The 
Knickerbockers’ old Beatles imper- 
sonation, “Lies,” has all the punch 
knocked out of it, and her bridled 
belting out of The Exciters’ “Tell 
Him” has none of the camp outrage 
the song fairly screams out for. It all 
adds up to a pretty lame album— 
especially for a singer who’s rarely 
more than just another pretty 
voice. 

dim Farber 
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THE BEAT 
Special Beat Service 
(IRS) 

This is the kind of album your 
mother warned you about (and if 
she didn’t, she should have). Dull 
and ponderous, it shows the dance 
floor’s number one salt and pepper 
ska team over-extending itself way 
beyond its creative reach and 


coming up short in the process. 


Of course, this is only my. 


opinion—but if you don’t want to 
take my word for it, you may wish 
to heed those of a local fan 1 know 
who, after listening hopefully 
through both sides of Special Beat 
Service, came away from the Hi-Fi 
asking, “It’s not exactly hot, is it?” 

Which is exactly the point: it isn’t 
(and if there’s one thing a Beat 
album should be, it’s hot). 

What helped make I Just Can’t 
Stop It one of the all time hot 
rockin’ dance albums was the fact 
that you could get just as much 
enjoyment listening to it at home 
as you could dancing to it at the 
Klub-Domino. 

From “Mirror In The Bathroom” 
(with its Eno-meets-May Ray imag- 
ery), to the snapped elevator cable 
acceleration of “Two Swords,” to 
the sing-song polemics of “Stand 


Down Margaret,” the Beat created © 


one hell of a debut album that didn’t 


let your feet or your intelligence 
down. 

This time around, however 
(Round Three), the Beat have 
altered their previously successful 
musical formula by opting instead 
for a slightly newer (and seemingly 
more versatile) game plan—one 


that spells disappointment for both 


the dancers and thinkers amongst 
us. 
For although the attempt is 
admirable, it’s weakened the quali- 
ties of the Beat’s sound sufficiently 
enough to the point of making it not 
only redundant, but ultimately un- 
necessary. And while I’m sure that 
the Beat team worked full steam at 
recording Special Beat Service, all I 
can hear are the tell-tale sounds of 
laziness and overindulgence scat- 
tered throughout. 

The opening trilogy of “I Con- 
fess” (the soul number), “Jeanette” 
(the wacky continental number), 
and “Sorry” (the full tilt riff number) 


gets the album off to a promising | 


start, but things start going downhill 
immediately thereafter, beginning 
with an Elvis Costello pastiche 
(“Sole Salvation”), continuing 
through a couple of dumb-Negro 
‘rap’ numbers (“Spar Wid Me,” 
“Pato And Roger Ago Talk”), and 
coming around the clubhouse turn 
with a “Lost In The Supermarket” 
Clash melody swipe (“Sugar And 
Stress”). 

Why no one deemed it necessary 
to can producer Bob Sargent and 
hire an impartial third party to take 
the original tapes, cut out all the 
dross, streamline the project with a 
lot of much-needed direction, and 
submit a superior project for re- 
lease, is beyond me. 

However, just because I dropped 
bucks on this one is no reason for 
you to do the same. Do as! say, not 
as I do, and avoid this one like a 
bad case of Simplex II. 


Jeffrey Morgan - 


CHICO FREEMAN-—Tradition In Tran- 
sition (Elektra/Musician):: If you’re hip to the 
toweringly majestic “Jackie-ing,” one of Thelo- 
nius Monk’s obscurer magnum opuses, you’ ve 
absolutely gotta hear the version here. Dunno 
who actually did the arrangement (coulda been 
Chico but more likely it was Jack DeJohnette), 
but the junior high school oompah. band 
treatment they give it is as pure-Monk in spirit as 
these ears have ever heard in a Monk cover. 
Plus DeJohnette (on piano, not his more usual 
drums) inserts totally Monkish notes behind 
other people’s solos, something even most 
Monk-derived full-time pianists are generally (for 
some reason) afraid to do. Rest of the LP is 
Chico, basically an overrated pseudo-modernist 
who occupies the same commercial space once 
controlled by people like Charles Lloyd and 
Wayne Shorter, blowing more thoughtfully, less 
glibly than is usually his stock-in-trade. If this was 
Downbeat: 41/2 stars. R.M. 
THE PHIL WOODS QUARTET — Birds Of 
A Feather (Antilles):: | don’t think alto saxist 
Woods has ever made a record this intense 
before, chock full of long howling notes that 
threaten to melt your needle and which serve a 
romanticism that stops just short of schmaltz, 
thank goodness. Woods wears his heart on his 
sleeve, whether bidding farewell to Bill Evans, 
dancing thru Horace Silver’s “Nica’s Dream” or 
milking “My Old Flame” for maximum pathos, 
and how the listener responds to such unruly 
passion is a personal matter...I suspect it’s good 
for your soul or, at least, could clear your skin 
up. Worth a try. R.C.W. 
R.J.’S LATEST ARRIVAL— (Zoo York):: 
Groups like this one make me wonder why we 
continue to be so fascinated with British 
electron-funk (for all its inevitable qualities), 
when we could easily pick up on dozens of 
domestic (mostly black) bands who make with 
the keyboardtronic grooves and protect Ameri- 
can jobs while-they ’re-at-it-etc. This record has 
plenty of the synth washes that squeeze your 
gonads dry, plus the bottom-line bass hum 
thwack you need to get through these crazy 
days. Just like Human League, matter of fact! 
Or, as the immortal Bard put it, “REAL 
AMERICANS DRIVE AMERICAN CARS.” 
R.R. 
CHEETAH —Rock & Roll Women (Atlan- 
tic):: Well, the double your pleasure/ double 


This month’s Rock-a-Ramas were written by 
Michael Davis, Richard Riegel, Richard C. 
Walls, Richard Meltzer and Jim Feldman. 


our profits boys are at it again. Just think of it—a 
hard rock band fronted by two sisters, both of 
whom sound like a female Paul Rodgers. 
Yeah, just think of it—it’s a lot less painful than 
actually listening to it: : M.D. 
AIR—80° Below ’82 (Antilles):: Here’s a 
good one for anybody who may have become 
curious about this avant garde trio after all the 
rave reviews it’s received but was put off by the 
prospect of thrashing hubkaphone displays, 
squalling baritone-sax solos and the various 
other rude moves one has come to expect from 
the freedom/energy contingent. This one’s 
comparatively subdued, with just Henry 


Threadgill’s silvery sounding alto sax, Fred 


Hopkins on bass and Steve McCall on traps, 
playing a marvelously loose and up to the 
minute rendition of Jelly Roll Morton’s “Chicago 
Breakdown” plus three Threadgill originals, the 
most impressive being an all-stops-out blues 
called “Do Tell.” This is Air’s crispest, friendliest 
album yet, the musicianship is flawless, don’t 
miss it. R.C.W. 
MOTLEY CRUE-Too Fast For Love 
(Elektra):: Yet another high-heeled Hollywood 
heavy metal band, filled with pretty boys who 
show off how tough they are by wearting lotsa 


black leather and metal studs. True, you've 
heard and seen it all before but maybe your little 
brothers and sisters haven’t and they're the 
target audience, for sure. That these guys can’t 
play, sing or write very well may work in their 
favor and they do think big—big stage shows, 
big hair-dos, big bucks behind ’em, so they're 
not likely to go away tomorrow. Whether they 
become Kiss-for-the-’80s or just another bunch 
of would-be superstarz remains to be seen.M.D. 
CRIS WILLIAMSON—BLUE RIDER (Oli- 
via)s:_ Folk-pop singer-songwriter (and also 
pianist and guitarist) Cris Williamson has a rich, 
emotionally direct vocal style that brings to mind 
Linda Ronstadt and Jennifer Warnes (to name 
two). Blue Rider, her tenth record since 1964, 
mixes ballads and light rockers as well-crafted, 
intelligent and affecting as any similar songs 
written in the last several years. (Ronstadt would 
be a fool not to cover a ballad as lovely and 
image-dazzling as “Like An Island Rising.”) 
Whether expressing a level-headed humanism 
or confronting the uncertainties of romance, 
Williamson’s lyrics are uncompromising and 
thoughtfully chosen: “Night Patrol’ (another 
song for John Lennon) begins, . “Somebody 
always gets it, on the Night Patrol’; in the 
driving love song “Lucille” (with slide guitar 
work and supporting vocals by Bonnie Raitt), 
Williamson observes “It’s a dog-eat-dog and a 
lover's world.” Since Blue Rider is on the 
independent Olivia label, you may have to look 
around for it, but the music’s well worth the 
search. J.F. 
VARIOUS ARTISTS—Life In The Euro- 
pean Theater (Elektra):: Another well-meant 
compilation—the proceeds go to European 
anti-nuke groups—put together by people that 
can’t figure out that virtually no one buys a rock 
record for a cause greater than the music itself. 
Fortunately, this music is pretty good, ranging 
from the obvious—the Clash’s “London Call- 
ing,” which anyone into political rock already 
has—to the obscure—the Au Pairs’ “Diet,” 
which cuts just about everything on their new 
LP. Both the Jam’s “Little Boy Soldiers” and 
XTC’s “Living Through Another Cuba” have 
grown in impact since the Falklands fiasco but 
Elektra’s decision to tag on a 12 year old Doors 
song to the U.S. release just shows how far they 
are from understanding current English rock at 


all. ie M.D. ! 
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LETTER FROM BRITAIN 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 48 


With the opening of modern under- 
ground biker film The Loveless, the 
London scene has witnessed yet another 
media departure from a rocker. This time 
it’s musical preservationist Robert Gordon 
who acquits himself quite creditably as 
Davis, a gang member, and-also provides 
the film’s musical themes. A change from 
his typical rockabilly, they’re really the best 
thing about this jaded arthouse version of 
1959 as small-town leather ’n’ sweat. 

John Lurie of the Lounge Lizards 
contributed incidental music to The Love- 
less. His sax parodies its personalities, and 
offers aural interpretations of its late-night 
neons and overspills of light as moody and 
impressive as his previous scoring work for 
Amos Poe’s Subway Riders. 

And, ah! Musn’t forget that Dionne 
Warwick flew into town for a most timely 
show at the Apollo Victoria...One whose 
magnificence usefully exposed the flat 
singing and soulless “Toni-Sound” of 


2 Compact’s cult queen Mari Wilson (with 


her much-hyped Wilsations, Marines, 
Marionettes and Prawn Cocktails) for the 
pseudo-’60s sham she is. Shame on Mari, 
but all this healthy competition should 
mean that Channel 4 will have to perform 
like mad to keep anyone indoors. At least 
until the first snowflake falls. 2 
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 42 


Paul despises Steve Strange and Johnny 
Rotten; Mike despises Henry VIII; Frank 
despises Adolf Hitler; and Ali despises 
Little Nell—although he’s quick to point 
out that his favorite personality in history is 
Alice Cooper! 


ww K 

5. MAGGIE DOWLING (of Sheffield, 
England) writes: “Here’s an easy one for 
you: who are your favorite musicians?” 

Nice one, Maggie, here’s your answer: 
Paul likes Bill Nelson; Mike likes Bill 
Nelson, Roxy Music, and Bryan Ferry; Ali 
likes Phil Collins; and Frank likes (surprise!) 
Paul Reynolds! 


wwe 

6. Tom Robe (of Auckland, New Zea- 
land) writers: “As an artist, I’ve found that 
you can tell a lot about people by their fav- 
orite color. So what are your favorite 
colors?” 

OK, Tom, analyze away: both Paul and 
Frank vote for black; Ali likes blue; and 
Mike is keen on yellow! (Don’t forget to 
send us your interpretations, alright?) 


wK*K 

7. REET PINTSON (of Alberta, Canada) 
writes: “What is your idea of happiness?” 

Frank: “Peace and quiet”; Paul: “Me 
and my girlfriend alone at a restaurant”; 
Mike: “Sitting in a McDonald’s when it’s 
pissing down outside and being able “to 
afford another Quarter Pounder with 
cheese”; Ali: “Holding onto my drum 
sticks. The mistake I make most is 
dropping them.” 


www 
8. KEN STEACY (of Zweibrucken, West 
Germany) writes: “I would like to know 
what military event in history the band 


admires the most.” 

Uhh...sure, Ken. Anyway, Paul replies: 
“the Falklands”; Ali cites “AC/DC’s 
revival”; Frank was too offended to offer a 
reply; and Mike says “piss off!” 


www 
9. ELIZABETH BERNFELD (of Phila- 
delphia, Pennsylvania) writes: “What, for 
you, is the height of misery?” 
Mike: “About six feet.” 


www 

10. STAN SPOONER (of Terra Nova 
National Park) writes: “Why should people 
buy your album?” 

Frank says “it’s better than buying Glen 
Campbell’s”, Ali says “it’s cheap”; Paul 
replies “it’s the only way to fly!” and Mike 
retorts “so that we don’t have 750,000 of 
them in my bedroom, you clever bastard!” 

ww Ww 

Well, that about wraps up this month’s 
question and answer session with A Flock 
Of Seagulls. 


We’d like to pass along an extra special 


Boy Howdy! to the lads in the band for 
taking the time to drop by and reply to 
your postcards. Needless to say, all four 
are fans of CREEM; so much so, in fact, 
that—although the magazine comes out 
but once a month—Paul was heard to 
exclaim “CREEM? I buy it every week!” 

Then again, don’t most pop stars? 

ww Ww 

As for those of you who submitted 
postcards which weren't selected—don’t 
worry: perhaps one of yours will be chosen 
next month when Doug Ingle and Iron 
Butterfly answer all your Pe ee 


~ more! 


STEVE WINWOOD 
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History Of Rock ’n’ Roll that I was a victim 
of drugs or some such thing. When he met 


my publisher he asked, “How is Steve... 


now?” Of course he was told, “He’s fine, 
always has been.” When Will and I actually 


‘got together it became a joke between us, 


but I looked into the possibility of a lawsuit. 
But whilst | was exploring the possibility of 
some kind of legal action, Arc Of A Diver 
went to #1 in the Rolling Stone charts. I 
thought this must surely be reward enough 
for me. Winning a lawsuit could give me 
no greater pleasure than that. 

“Drugs are something I feel very strongly 
about. The whole bloody album’s about 
that. Will was working on a lyric about a 
sax player that eventually became the title 
song. We were tossing it around and | said, 
My God, that’s like a lot of people I know. 
It’s a relic of old romantic notions: the artist 
must suffer in order to produce anything 
worthwhile...Rimbaud, Baudelaire... 
When you see this happening to people— 
which I have, people I love—and see their 
characters change, and realize there’s 
nothing you can do, your hands are tied... 

“That’s not to say that some great artists 


- haven’t suffered a lot and perhaps, as a 


result, they've done great work. OK, fair 
enough. But when you see the people 
suffering, their families suffering, and their 
work as well, and you’re totally helpless... 
well, it’s there in the songs. It gives basis to 
the songs. ‘Valerie’ is a nice little love 
song, but it’s written as a passionate 


complaint from the singer who’s seeing the 
girl destroying herself. She’s brilliant and 
he knows she’s not going to be much 
longer. When you see these problems you 
get angry and passionate about them and 
that’s the basis of those songs.” 

Since I had carefully relistened to 18 
years of my favorite Steve Winwood tracks 
before going to meet him, there was a lot 
of rock history I was anxious to cover in a 
very limited time, particularly the brief 
curious career of Blind Faith. Formed in 
1969 by Winwood, Eric Clapton, Ginger 
Baker and Ric Grech when Traffic and 
Cream had dissolved, it lasted less than a 

ear. The one LP they recorded together 
apaber still sounds wonderful. | tell 
Steve that I could listen to side 1 over and 
over and he agrees. 

“It stands up extremely well. There 
wasn’t any problem making the album. 
The problems didn’t start until after the 
album. First, we were the guinea pigs of big 
concerts. Now you go to a big place like’ 
Madison Square Garden to hear a band 
and they’ve got the sound pretty much 
together. The equipment’s improved and 
the technology’s improved almost as a 
result of people watching Blind Faith and 
saying, “That sounded terrible. We must 
get better equipment for these sites.” 

“Secondly, there was the problem with 
the audience. Cream was hard to get away 
from because it was such a huge band, but 
Blind Faith was substantially different. So 
what do you do? Do you take a hard line 
and suffer six months of bad writeups until 
people come off the idea of Cream and 
accept the idea of Blind Faith? Or do you 
tease them with a bit of Cream? (JN: Like a 
45 minute jam? SW: That’s a bit of Cream. 
JN: It certainly is!) 

“So suddenly there’s this huge audience 
of a size you’ve never played to and the 
temptation when you're playing on stage is 
to get a good reaction out of the audience. 
It’s like when you meet people you at least 
make an effort to put them at their ease. 
You tend to think: I know why you came 
here so here’s a bit of it. But at a certain 
point you say shit, we created this thing on 


_ the album and we’re not sticking to it. You 


get this duality. You come off stage and 
one part of you feels satisfied and another 
part feels cheated. How the hell do you 
come to terms with that? 

“It’s easy to see now—just keep doing 
what you’re doing. Forget Cream. Say, 
sod off. This is the way we sound. This is 
what we play like. But you always want to 
give the people something. You want to 
design some material that will take them 
from Cream to Blind Faith. Ultimately the 
jump was too great.” 

The door opens and an Island publicist 
looks in to remind Steve of his lunch 
reservation. With so many more things to 


_ find out and no more time at all I ask, as a 


parting shot, about his reading habits. 

“I don’t read very much fiction. I like 
natural history and travel books. Right now 
I’m reading George Borrow’s Wild Wales. | 
go to Wales a lot. The Welsh have the 
bards, the great ancient poets, but of 
course the poetry only works in Welsh 
which is the most obscure language I know 
of. All that literature and it’s inaccessible. | 
know bits of Welsh, but not nearly 
enough.” 
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For those of you who haven't taken a 
graduate seminar on noted English travel 
writers of the 19th century, George 
Borrow (1803-81) was one of the great 
eccentrics, a tireless walker and gifted 
linguist. Wild Wales, a recounting of his 
walks through Wales, was published 120 
years ago. Winston Churchill would 
indeed be proud. wy 


MOTELS 
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terms of playing more accurately and stuff, 
but still have the emotion there. The 
Beatles got slicker, you know. You can 
argue taste and say ‘I like their old stuff 
better,’ but I didn’t. And when you try and 
get professional and consistent and quote 
‘slick,’ maybe it’s because you’ve been 
trying to improve. When we played the 
Masque” —the sleazy punk club. under the 
Pussycat Theater where Martha downed 
many a sixpack and spent the night— 
“God, was that place a dive! It smelled 
terrible. | couldn’t wait to get out. Finally 
we got enough money together and got 
out and I was happy.” 

“T loved it,” reckons Martha. 

Back to Marty. “I lived in Hollywood for 
years and it was sleazy, and | finally got 
enough money to rent a house that’s not 
Hollywood, and I’m happy. You struggle 
" upwards.” 

“You sold out there,” says Martha. 

OK, so what about Martha dumping the 
old thrift-shop sleaze for sophisticated togs 
then? 

“My image has changed a bit,” she 
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confesses. “When I first came out in the old 
days” —this is early *70s in Berkeley. Quick 
history: fell in love at 12, married at 15, 
moved to Florida with Air Force husband, 
had two kids, moved everyone but the 
husband back to Berkeley, got involved in 
the art-scene, formed a band called 
Warfield Foxes which by various mutations 
became the Motels, moved down to L.A., 
started forming a club scene; Martha you 
can come back again now—“I looked 
pretty similar to what Chrissie Hynde did 
when she first came out—just all fucked up 
and jeans and boots. I got bored with that 
image. 

“Basically ’'ve gone back more to stuff I 
was wearing in ’76, which is a kind of 
tailored "40s kind of thing. I just had to 
figure out if 1 could play guitar in a dress. 
It’s real hard. You spread your legs and 
you hit powerchords... 

“In terms of that slutty image, I don’t 
think I’ve changed much onstage. And if 
the music’s got better, slicker, I’m glad. 
God, can you imagine it getting worse? 

“We did polish this album. We pulled 
out the scouring pad and Ajax and 
polished it right up. And I like it! I like the 
extra instruments. When you write songs 
and you hear in your head all the cellos 
and the oboes and all that stuff, it was 
really nice to be able to have all those great 
new things in there.” 

After years of having albums that didn’t 
match up to live shows, looks like the 
problem now’s the other way round. An 
extra musician—Iggy Pop’s old keyboardist 
—was brought in for their current tour. 

But how’s she going to look dramatic 
onstage while singing all these happy little 


umm 


~ 


re 


ditties she’s been writing nowadays? 

“You’ve got to give her credit for more 
than one kind of emotion,” says Marty. 
“It’s like, what happened to the tragic, dark 
Martha? Well maybe she was miserable 
back then.” 

“Corny as it is,” says Martha, “one of the 
reasons why I’ve avoided happy songs in 
the past is because they’re harder to write. 
It’s very easy to write about how terrible life 
is, the sky is grey and my heart is aching 


and my fingernail broke. All those things © 


you can describe. But when you’re happy 
and in love’—she is; her daughters 
introduced her to a cute male musician, 
resulting in newfound domestic bliss—” 
what do you say? How do you describe 
that? It gets so corny so quick, and it’s hard 
to avoid that—take me in your arms and 
whisper words like always, I mean! But 
God, it makes sense! There’s no other way 
to say it. 

‘I felt really stupid coming out of this 
thing with Tim and the album just starting 
again and all we’d gone through—and | 
brought in these really happy songs. But 
there are some sad ones too.” Including a 
cover of “He Hit Me And It Felt Like A 
Kiss.” Really? So you like being hit? 

“No I don’t! That’s why I can sing that 
song. I heard it first time 10 years ago and 
it blew my mind. | called up the DJ and 
said, ‘what the hell is that song?’ and he 
said, ‘ooh, you’re into that stuff, huh? Into 
a little S&M there honey” and I hung up. 

“I think anybody hitting anybody is the 
most stupid bullshit in the world. And I’ve 
been through it before in relationships and 
do not go for it at all. The way it’s 
approached in that song is so absurd that 
to me it almost makes a point against it. 


‘He hit me and I was glad.’ 1 mean, God!’ © 


When we do it live I preface it with ‘this is 
not a philosophy I subscribe to in real life.’ 

Anything else they want to tell us before 
I head off to get some Duran Duran photos 
of my own? 

“Yes,” says Marty. “Henry Mancini 
figures large in our lives.” Me, I only report 
this stuff. 


EDDIE MONEY 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 37 


its police legacy. Now a mailman following 
his retirement, the senior Mahoney was an 
area patrolman for many years. 34-year- 
old Danny is a highly-acclaimed member 
of the “repeat offender” squad—those risk- 
taking guys who spend their nights 


slamming the lid on N.Y.’s human garbage | 


that beats up 85-year-old women for fun. 
But trainee Mahoney washed out of the 
force. “I got bounced off the department,” 


he openly admits. “My father has had a> 


hard time holding his head up with a son 
like me. Everybody else lives really close to 


the house. Nobody smokes pot. Every-. 
body’s straight—my three sisters, my — 


brother’s a cop and I’m a maniac. But they 
do love me,” smiles Eddie, knowing what 
his family’s gone through because of him. 
“They love their baby boy.” These days, 
Danny’s fellow police officers tease him 
about his brother, the rock star. 

After shaming his father, Eddie moved 
to San Francisco, where he fell in with 
someone he describes as “a very satirical 
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young lady. That’s when I wrote “Two 
Tickets To Paradise,’ ‘Baby Hold On’ and 
all that other stuff. I had a really big 
following in the East Bay, and I had no 
money. She says, ‘why don’t you call 
yourself Eddie Money?’ and it sounded like 
a good idea.” Auditioning for Bill Graham, 
who sensed the potential of the displaced 
New Yorker, got Money a management 
contract. Those tunes he’d written helped 
him get his deal with Columbia. Eddie 
Money, his first album, made money—lots 
of it. More than a kid with his dreams could 
handle. The illegal and just plain stupid 
activities Eddie had indulged in to fund his 
wild living did him in—as simple and as 
pointless as that. 

“I just wasn’t used to having too much 
money to buy exotic drugs,” Money says 
flatly. “All of a sudden, I had it. I'd had 
barely enough money to buy a can of 
Chef-Boy-Ar-Dee ravioli. Then all of a 
sudden, bang, I’m famous. Wango—got a 
Mercedes-Benz, brand new house with a 
36-foot swimming pool, ducks in the 
backyard. Big fuckin’ deal, I hadda go out 
and get high and blow it all. Self-destruc- 
tive son of a bitch.” Money slaps his 
forehead with an anguish that’s painful to 
watch. His memories are apparently as 
painful as his lengthy recovery. 

“Nobody was gonna tell me,” he says 
with fierce intensity, “after | worked my ass 
off for years to become famous—nobody 
was gonna take that away from me! | did 
therapy six days a week, three to four 
hours a day. And nerve generation is very, 
very painful. It’s like having cancer of the 
bone, but while that’s disintegrating, you’re 
achieving. But it’s the same fuckin’ pain. It 
was horrible. 

“I didn’t believe how much pain there 
was in the world until it hit me. But I was 
good. I knew that God had given me a 
‘gift,’ as the Jewish people say. My mother 
says, ‘you have a gift, don’t misuse 
it.’ Besides, I was goin’ broke, and a New 
Yorker goin’ broke, don’t make sense,” he 
bounces back with authentic chutzpah. “I 
couldn’t even get a job as a waiter, for 
Chrissakes, because I had a bad leg. | 
couldn’t do anything but be a rock ’n’ roll 
singer.” 

No Control is the fruit of the discipline 
producer Tom Dowd imposed on Money, 
a captivity Eddie obviously needed. He’s 
delighted with the product, and overjoyed 
that the man who wasn’t going to walk 
again has been on a national tour for over 
three months. No longer do the easy 
pickings impress Money, who insists that 
his secret desire, if the fans ever desert 
him, is to lie in bed, in front of the TV, and 
get fat eating. “You know, like Yoko and 
John.” Sure, he’s met the glitterati. Yeah, 
he owns real estate as a tax shelter. It’s 
meaningless, he says. 

“ve done Interview magazine (Andy 
Warhol’s mouthpiece), whoop-de-do. 
They gave me a suit that I fuckin’ advertiz- 
ed for them on the album cover and they 
wouldn’t let me keep it. I wanted to buy the 
suit and they wanted $600 for it. I said, ‘get 
it off my back immediately! Now!’ I’d 
rather shop at Robert Hall’s,” he jokes, 
dredging up a long-departed discount 
house. “See how old I am,” Money 
declares, adding that he was one of the wet 
throng in tents at Woodstock. “And I didn’t 
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see anything. 

“I own an office building. It’s boring. 
They won't let me sleep there and I can’t 
party there with the boys in the band, so 
what the fuck do I own it for? I’d love to go 
to the building one time, drunk (the 
longings for the bad old days persist) and 
go ‘I’m the owner! All you girls, take your 
clothes off! All you men, split...I’m nuts.’ 
But if they gave me the money, I wouldn’t 
know what to do with it anyway.” 

If Eddie Money is held down to earth by 
anything other than his will to not fuck up 
again, it’s by his fiancee. Highly protective 
of the young lady, who he plans to marry 
in June, Money happily described how 
their eyes met across a crowded concert 
hall—one of his gigs was her first rock ’n’ 
roll show. “I flew her up to the Money 
Manor and tried to talk her into fallin’ in 
love with me. Which took a while, believe 
me. A really straight little girl, that’s what I 


needed.” 


Shepherding his lady around New 
York has given Eddie the chance to show 
off the only type of toughness he really 
needs—neighborhood smarts. After the 
girl was teased by a bunch of local women 
in a restaurant ladies’ room—as New 
Yorkers are prone to do anyone from 
California—Money told her honestly, you 
gotta be tough. New York is a tough town. 
Get used to it. When he’s home, several 
miles outside Oakland, Eddie hangs 
around with “exodus people,” other 
Eastern refugees who stop him from 
playing too fast and loose with reality. 

And surely, the Mahoney family would 
be encouraged to know that some good 
things never change when it comes to their 
“baby boy.” “I was in a Honda with three 
other people in Fargo, North Dakota,” 
recalls Eddie, “and this maniac came up on 
the shoulder doing about 70 in a Mercury 
Monarch. Compare a gigantic piece of 
metal to a Honda, that looks like a roller 
skate with four wheels on it. He sideswiped 
us and ran head on into this iron light pole. 

“I stepped out of the car, said ‘is 
everybody all right?’ and before I knew it I 
was back in the police department, 
directing traffic. ‘Come on, this ain’t no 
circus, let’s move it, don’t touch the 
victim, name and address of people who 
saw the accident.’ It took 20 minutes for 
the cops to come out because it was 
pourin’ rain, but I handled the whole thing. 
People said, ‘isn’t that Eddie Money? 
Didn’t you do a show here?’...Back on the 
job for one night.” 

I hope that the little Mahoney kid with 
the big mouth but a heart of gold sticks 
around to keep the rock star powered by 
the right kind of fuel—natural enthusiasm. 
And tells the people who can’t stand to see 
anyone famous in control of their own 
soul, to go back to hell. we 
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most compact of all is the Lead 12, a 
12-watt miniature Marshall with the big 
Marshall sound. (Just not quite as much of 
it!) It features a. master volume, 3-way 
equalization—treble, mid and bass control 
—gain control and transistorized circuitry. 
MESA BOOGIE: This relatively small 
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California-based outfit made big waves a 
few years ago when they came upon the 
scene. In fact, it may be fair to say that the 
Mesa Boogie was the first little amp to 
really scream like the big boys. The 
Boogie was an immediate hit because of its 
high quality, portability and great rock 
sound, but—let’s be honest about it—the 
Boogie was a pretty expensive little critter, 
and not everybody could afford one. Mesa 
also built a “stack” on the order of Marshall 
of HiWatt, but the most recent addition to 
the line is the S.O.B.: Son Of Boogie. The 
S.O.B. has 60 watts of pure tube power 
with the choice of a single Celestation or 
black shadow speaker. It is a simple and 
straightforward amp, very well construct- 
ed, with two inputs, volume I, volume II, 
master, treble, middle, bass and presence 
controls. 


- ROLAND SPIRIT BASS 15: For the 


bass player on the move, this little practice 
amp fits the bill, and it could be used in the 
studio or on stage since it has a preamp 
output provided. The Spirit 15 generated 
15 watts through a Roland 12-inch speaker 
with controls for volume, bass and treble. 
For a wide variety of tonal possibilities, the 


Spirit 15 has a built-in parametric equalizer 


with frequency select, level and ‘Q’ select. 
The unit features hi and lo input jacks on 
the front panel, a footswitch jack for the 
parametric equalizer, preamp out and a 
headphone jack for silent practice. 
CRATE CR280 LEAD: Not a practice 
amp, but a compact lead amp nonetheless. 
The CR280 has a full 150 watts output, 
including two 12-inch speakers with 
channel switching capability and a two- 
stage EQ preamp. The amp has hi and lo 
inputs, gain control, a primary EQ section 
consisting of lo, mid or hi controls and a 
bright switch; an SCG booster channel 
with drive and mix controls and a foot- 
switchable channel selector; master vol- 
ume, a final EQ section with warmth and 
presence controls and a built-in reverb with 
depth control. A lot of amp in a small 
package. 

TUSC DF5012: A relative newcomer on 
the amplifier scene, the Tusc is distinguish- 
ed by its digital, programmable pre-amp 
circuitry that is combined with the classic 
warmth of a tube power output stage, for a 
unique blend of old and new technology. 
This is a 50-watt amp with one 12-inch 
Fane speaker, and it is a very versatile and 
flexible amp. 

Aside from the usual features, the Tusc 
is distinguished by its programmable EQ 
section, which consists basically of an A 
and B setting, that can be activated by a 
front panel switch or a remote footswitch. 
What this means is that two entirely differ- 
ent distortion and parametric EQ settings 


_ can be pre-programmed and recalled via 


the footswitch during performance. Some- 
thing more than just two channels that are 
foot-switchable, this is digital circuitry with 


actual memory capacity, and is thus far - 


more sophisticated. 

The DF5012 has many thoughtful 
features that make it unique apart from its 
programmability. For instance, there is a 
boost switch above the treble control knob, 
for added high end. The reverb control 
allows the selection of Pre- or Post- EQ for 
the reverb. In the programmable distortion 


and EQ section, the overdrive control has 
a cut/fuzz select switch for more dramatic 
fuzz tones; the EQ has a cut/boost control 
over the equalization. 

The rear panel has an accessory AC 

socket, extension speaker outlet, high and 
low impedance preamp outputs, a re- 
mote/select switch for the EQ section, 
footswitch’ inputs for reverb and program, 
and reverb imputs. 
FENDER CONCERT SERIES: The 
Concert was a very popular amp in the 
early years of Fender and the manufactur- 
er has shown the wisdom to bring back the 
amp, now available with either one 
12-inch speaker, two 10-inch or four 
10-inch speakers. The all-tube amplifier 
has a clean channel for rhythm work, and 
a switchable lead channel that provides 
control of the amp’s gain structure. Front- 
end overload is adjusted with the volume 
control, and a separate gain control for 
intermediate-stage drive is provided. The 
master control sets the signal level deliver- 
ed to the output stage and speakers, with 
the overall gain being sufficient enough to 
produce over-drive and long sustain at low 
volume levels. 

The Concert has an external effects 
patching loop which provides separate 


-controls for both send and return levels. 


Other features include presence and 
midrange controls, reverb in both channels 
and a low level line output. A two-button 
footswitch with color-coded LED indicators 
controls channel selection and reverb. The 
Concert’s 100% tube circuitry is rated at 
60 watts RMS. Fender speakers are 
standard, amp cabinet is lock-jointed soild 
pine with 14- ply birch baffle board and 


* new heavy dutyTolex covering. 


PEAVEY VTX SERIES: Not the kind of 
company to rest on their considerable 


‘laurels, Peavey is always coming up with 


something new. The VTX Series consists 
of the Classic, MX, MXFC and Heritage 
amps. These amps offer the musician total 
and flexible control of distortion and clean 
sounds in addition to wide-band equal- 
ization and special signal processing. The 
VTX amps have the Peavey Saturation 
circuit that produces a variety of distortion 
textures and a circuit that adds “thickness” 
to the sound for a mid-range punch the 
rock players prefer. Add to that the 


_ combination of active and passive equal- 


ization, and you have amps that can be 
tailored to produce just the right blend of 
highs, midrange and low end. 

The Classic VTX and the Hedtsad VIX 
feature a new phase shifter that employs a 
unique “pull set” switch to stop the sweep 
of the phase, allowing the effect to be used 
as a variable “Q” type filter. For maximum 
versatility of gain and equalization, the 
Heritage VTX has a second set of pre- and 
post gain controls with an advanced active 
high, low and paramid shift equalization 
control section. The VTX Series also has a 
new “self-biasing” tube power amp section 
that allows the use of almost any power 
tube, at the same time increasing the life 
span of the tubes themselves. 

The Classic and the Heritage have two 
12-inch Scorpion speakers, while the MX 
carries one very efficient 12-inch Black 
Widow speaker. The MXFC is a “head 
only” flite case version of the MX for those 


og 


who prefer using a separate speaker 
enclosure, and the Heritage is available 
with optional Black Widow Speakers. % 


PSYCHEDELIC FURS 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 24 


four new tracks. 

Although many people claim to “really 
hear Rundgren” on Forever Now, Butler 
claims the band actually had more to do 
_ with the sound than Rundgren did. “He 
said that was going to happen, and that 
maybe we should go with old sound for 
that very reason. Actually, we’d done the 
cello arrangements with Ann Sheldon in 
England before we even started to record, 
although Todd did do some of the horn 
arrangements. He and Gary Windo did the 
horns for ‘Danger’ and ‘Goodbye,’ and that 
(along with his suggestion to use Flo & 
Eddie on back-up vocals) was the major 
part of his contribution.” 

As far as accusations that the Furs have 
“gone commercial” with the new release, 
Butler argues “that’s total rubbish. We’re 
not chasing an audience,” adding that the 
next album will probably be as different 
from Forever Now as this one is from the 
first two.LPs. “You can’t do the same thing 
forever. It’s always good to stay ahead of 
your audience because you usually gain 
their respect in the end.” 

Another difference on Forever Now is 
that it’s the band’s first record without old 
members Duncan Kilburn and Roger 
Morris, who were fired from the band last 
winter. Drummer Vince Ely left the Furs 
shortly after the record was finished to be 
replaced by Phil Calvert, a former member 
of the Iggy Pop/Captain Beefheart-influ- 
enced Birthday Party, who postponed his 
wedding plans to tour with the band. ‘I had 
loads of arguments with Duncan regarding 
musical direction, and finally decided that 
I'd had enough. It wasn’t going to work. So 
I decided to get rid of him, and phoned 
John to see what he thought of the 
situation. John said to get rid of Roger as 
well because he wanted more room to 
work melodies into the stuff. Vince left 
because he never quite fit in with the rest of 
us. I don’t think he really wanted to do 
another tour. He was sort of a delicate 
soul.” Butler adds that rather than replace 
Kilburn and Morris, the band plans to 
— session musicians as they’re need- 
ed. 

Forever Now is also the first album to get 
the Furs positive reviews in their native 
England, where the rock press has con- 
sistently written them off as pretentious 
and uncool. “Melody Maker called it a 
masterpiece, and even the NME grudging- 
ly said we’ve gotten better. I think it’s sort 
of a game they like to play. When we first 
came out, they all thought we were great— 
the best thing since sliced bread. I think 
they like to build things up to tear them 
down again. But we’ve just lasted it 
through, so they’ve sort of given up and 
decided since we’re going to be around, 
they'll have to listen to what we do. I think 
the fact that they could never label us was a 
big part of it.” 

One criticism that’s often thrown Butler’s 
way is that he’s a “poser.” Does he 
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| consider himself one? “Yes. Of course. 


That’s the whole point of being onstage. 
You're not there to look like you just 
walked off the dole line or something. 
You're there to pose—to get something 
across. I think Iggy Pop was a poser. Mick 
Jagger. David Bowie. Lou Reed. All 
posers.” 
Sot 

Onstage, Butler is every bit as charisma- 
tic as the rock stars he spoke of. With his 
trench coat and perpetual cigarette, he 
creates a persona as suave and continental 
as Bryan Ferry with Roxy Music, another 
great bunch of rock ’n’ roll “posers,” 
although he argues that Roxy Music 
actually had little influence on him despite 
what numerous critics have written to the 
contrary. You can see a lot of the 
European cabaret singers he admires, as 
well as a lot of familiar images from rock ’n’ 
roll’s past, all combined to create some- 
thing that is quite definitely rock ’n’ roll 
present. 

The band creates layer upon layer of 
sound, and the addition of cello and 
synthesizer often makes it sound like 
there’s an entire orchestra onstage, giving 
whole new dimensions to the older 
material. Ashton’s sustained guitar lines 
create incredible melodies out of what 
is still a drone, and new drummer 
Calvert connects with Tim Butler’s bass to 
create an even heavier rock steady beat 
than was previously the case. The beat/ 
drone is hypnotic, demanding you move 
your body, and combined with the moody 
lighting (the slide projections have been 
dropped) and Butler’s surreal emotional- 
ism, you can’t help but surrender to and 
get totally caught up in the thrill of it all. It’s 
both fun-filled and deadly serious, both 
“art” and “trash,” both cerebral and 
physical. It’s entertainment—a “rock ’n’ roll 
show” —but it’s lots more. It’s (what else?) 
something genuinely psychedelic—or at 
least what psychedelia should represent in 
the ’80s. Along with Elvis Costello’s, it’s 
the best rock performance I’ve seen this 
year. 

werk 

Nice guys John Ashton—who bears a 
slight resemblance to a non-wasted John- 
ny Thunders—and Phil Calvert have 
joined us at the bar to discuss why the Furs’ 
music manages to transcend depression 
despite its dark content. 

JOHN: | don’t like happy music unless 
it’s stuff you can dance to, and then that’s 
something totally different. It’s not music 
you actually listen to. It’s something you 
move your body to and it doesn’t matter 
what the words are, disco or something 
like that. We like people to listen to our 
albums—and get into the music for that 
side of it—but listen with headphones, lie 
back, maybe smoke a couple of joints, and 
experience the music and words together. 
Hopefully, it can take you somewhere else 
totally. I think that’s always been the aim 
behind our music. If it takes you some- 
where else, then it’s doing its job. But if it 
just makes you think about how depressing 
it all is, then it really isn’t doing its job at all. 

RICHARD: That all ties in with what I 
said about making people think. 

PHIL: Anything that makes you think is 
positive. It’s having a positive effect if it 
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NOV 82(174) 
CREEM’s 1982 Drug 
Update, The Who, Frank 
Moon Zappa, Joe Cocker, 
Gang Of Four, Elvis Costello 
& more! 
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SEP 81(160) 

Journey, Clash, Plasmatics, 

Ramones, Robert Gordon, 
‘Van Halen, Independent 

Record Labels & more! 


OCT 82(173) 
Robert Plant, Stones In 
Europe, Roxy Music, Circle 
Jerks, Motorhead, Squeeze, 
Laurie Anderson, CREEM’s 
Drum Guide & more! 


AUG 81(159) 
Judas Priest, Queen, John 
Cale, Bram Tchaikovsky, 
Spandau Ballet, Plimsouls & 
more! 


JUL 80(146) 

Van Halen, J. Geils, Lene 
Lovich, PiL, Warren Zevon, 
Gang Of Four & more! 


MAY 79(132) 
Elvis Costello, Clash, Alice 


Outlaws, the Who, Cheap 
Trick & more! 


JUN 80(145) 

Clash, Iggy Pop, Gary Numan, 
Ramones, Pink Floyd, Ted 
Nugent, Elvis C., Bob Seger, 
PiL & more! 


APR 79(131) 
Blues Bros., Gene Simmons, 
Cooper, Bob Seger, Ramones, J. Geils, Captain Beefheart, 


Blondie, XTC, Cheap Trick, 


Costello, Roger Corman & 


SEPT 82(172) 

Van Halen, John Cougar, 
Dave Edmunds. Marshall 
Crenshaw, Richard 
Thompson, Iron Maiden, 
Haircut 100 & more! 


AUG 82(171) 

Blondie, Asia, Rosanne 
Cash, Dwight Twilley, 
Country music exclusive, 
Heart poster, Jerry Lee 
Lewis bio & more! 


JUN 81 (157) 
Blondie, Rush, Adam & the 
Ants, Rick Nelson, Garland 


JUL 81(158) 
AC DC, Todd Rundgren, 
Dave Edmunds, Pearl 


Harbour, Velvet Underground Jeffreys, Sir Doug Quintet, 
Roky Erickson & more! 


Joe Ely, XTC & more! 
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MAY 80 (144) 
Women In Rock: Pat 
Benatar, Lene Lovich, 
Marianne Faithfull, Pear! 
Harbour. Pink Floyd 

& more! 


APR 80(143) 
The Knack, the Jam, the 
Clash, Specials, Rick 


MAR 79(130) 

Reader's Poll, 

Lou Reed, Devo, Heart, 
Talking Heads, Peter Tosh, 
William Burroughs & more! 


FEB 79(129) 
Led Zeppelin, Elton John, 


Stevie Nicks, Kiss, the Cars, 


MAY 81(156) 
Heavy Metal Guitar Heroes, 
Elvis Costello, Boomtown 
Rats, Clash, Squeeze, Echo & 
the Bunnymen, Teardrop 
Explodes & more! 


MAR 80(142) 
Reader's Poll, ZZ Top, Graham 
Parker, Romantics, Police, 
Derringer, Tom Petty, Clash, Tom Petty, Van Halen, 
Pretenders, Specials & more! Rockpile & more! 


JULY 82(170) 

B-52’s, J. Geils, Girlschool, 
Aldo Nova, Fear, Lester 
Bangs tribute, Asia, Talking 
Heads & more! 
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JAN 79(128) 

Nugent, Keith Richards, Rod 
Rockpile, P-Funk, Dead Boys, Stewart, Patti Smith, Jim 
Morrison, Jimmy Page, Sid 
Lou Reed, Nugent, Rush& Vicious, Van Morrison, Bowie 


JUNE 82(169) 

Joan Jett, Hall & Oates, Del 
Shannon, Huey Lewis, X, 
Van Morrison, XTC, Dwight 
Twilley & more! 


APR 81(155) 

The Police, Steve Winwood, 
Split Enz, Grace Slick, Stiff 
Tour, Arthur Lee & Love, 
AC/DC, Eagles, Clash & 
more! 


FEB 80 (141) 

Blondie meets Meat Loaf, 
Police, Boomtown Rats, 
Rockabilly History, Iggy, 
Springsteen & more! 


DEC 78(127) 
Keith Richards, Cheap Trick, The Who, Stones, Eno meets 


Aerosmith, Foghat, Ted 


i 


MAY 82(168) 
The Cars, Nick Lowe, the 
Blasters, the Fleshtones, 
Jerry Lee Lewis, Lou Reed, 
the Waitresses & more! 


MAR 81(154) 
Reader’s Poll, Talking Heads, 


dim Carroll, the Jam, Nina 


Hagen, Iggy, Bus Boys & 
more! 


JAN 80(140) 

Joe Jackson, Fleetwood Mac, 
the Knack, Ian Hunter, Bram 
Tchaikovsky, Police, Nick 
Lowe, Zeppelin, Blondie & 
more! 


NOV 78(126) 


Fripp, the Stranglers, the Cars, 
Nugent, Keith Moon Tribute, Bowie, Alice, Meat Loaf, 


Neil Young, Heart, Devo, — Boston, Buddy Holly & more! 


JUN 78(121) 

Jethro Tull, Bee Gees, 
Marianne Faithfull,Ramones, 
Patti Smith, Warren Zevon, 
Meatloaf, Robt. Gordon & 


more! 
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more! more! & more! Ramones & more! 
MAY 78(120) JAN 78(116) SEPT 77(112) MAY 77(108), NOV 76(102) JUN 76(097) 
Ted Nugent, KeithEmerson, Jagger, BOC, Commodores, Nugent, Steve Miller, Heart, Queen, Thin Lizzy, Rock Sex Rock Art, Clapton, Rolling Stones, Bob Marley 


Elvis Costello, Zappa, 
Springsteen, Patti, ELO, 


Beatles, Cheap Trick, Blondie 


& more! 
APR 78(119) 


Sex Pistols, Clapton, Queen, 


Elvis, the Who, Patti Smith, 
Foghat, Ramones, Eno& 
more! 

MAR 78 (118) 

Reader's Poll, Marty Balin, 
Iggy, Bob Welch, Dictators, 
Jackson Browne, Nugent. 
Led Zeppelin & more! 


FEB 78(117) 

Jimmy Page, Kiss, Bowie, 
Tom Petty, Elvis Costello, 
Springsteen, Sex Pistols, 
Joni Mitchell, Clapton! 


Fleetwood Mac, Small 
Faces, Iggy, James Brown, 
ZZ Top, Jeff Beck, Star 
Wars, & more! 

AUG 77(111) 

Kiss, Hall & Oates, Alice 
Cooper, Bad Company, 
Southside Johnny, Joe 
Walsh, Cheap Trick, Sex 
Pistols, Heart, P-Funk! 


JUL 77(110) 


Steve Martin, Lynyrd 
Skynyrd, Punk, Iggy! 


DEC 77(115) 

Grace Slick, West Coast 
Punk, Kiss, Babys, Trower, 
Doobies, Grateful Dead! 


NOV 77(114) 

Rod Stewart, Cheap Trick, 
Lynyrd Skynyrd, Steve 
Winwood, Ronstadt, Rolling 


Stones, N.Y. Punk Guide! Seger, Fleetwood Mac, 


Boston, lan Anderson, Iggy 


Bowie, Beach Boys, Spector 


OCT 77(113) 

Frampton, Pink Floyd, 
British Punk Guide, Mink 
DeVille, J. Geils, Sci-Fi 
Special, CS&N, Daltrey! 


& more! 

JUN 77(109) 

Stones, Tull, Rundgren, lan 
Hunter, Rush, Nugent, 
Foghat, Bad Co.! 


Robert Plant interview, Bob 


Stars Rap Critics, Television, 


Bowie, Fleetwood Mac! 


APR 77(107) 

Led Zeppelin, P-Funk, 
Springsteen, Ray Davies, 
Kiss Leo Sayer, Beatles, 
Bowie, Sex Pistols! 


MAR 77(106) 

Reader's Poll, Starship, Ron 
Wood, Patti Smith, Eagles, 
Earth, Wind Fire, 
McCartney, Queen! 


DEC 76(103) 

Aerosmith, BOC, Ramones, 
Kiss, Ronstadt, Lou Reed, 
Beatles, Nugent! 


Who, Saturday Night Live, 
Runaways, Kiss Grand 
Funk, Yes, Flo & Eddie! 


“OCT 76(101) 


Keith Richards, Ringo, Led 
Zeppelin, ZZ Top, Brian 
Wilson, Marley, Aerosmith! 


SEPT 76(100) 

Rod Stewart, Kiss, Zappa 
meets Grand Funk, Alice, 
Yes, Elton, Bowie, Zeppelin, 
Stones, Patti Smith! 


AUG 76(099) 

Lester Bangs on 
McCartney, Stones, Jeff 
Beck, Seger, Foghat, Punk 
Rock, Aerosmith, Elton! 


by Lester Bangs, Bad Co., 
Roxy, Nugent, Grand Funk! . 
MAY 76(096) 

Robert Plant, Bowie, Bill 
Wyman, Frampton, Nugent, 
Elton, Lynyrd Skynyrd, 
Pretty Things! 

APR 76(095) 

Beatles, Hendrix, Dylan, 
Elton, Patti Smith, BTO, 
Leslie West, Bowie, Eno!” 
FEB 76(093) 

Dylan, Who, Lou Reed, 
Roxy,Chicago, CSN,Patti 
Smith, Kinks! 


DEC 75(091) 

Bowie, Doobies, Kiss, 
Stones, Tubes, Gregg 
Allman, Who, Elton! 
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APRIL 82(167) 
The Police, Black Sabbath, 
Loverboy, Cable Rock, Soft 
Cell, U2, Costello, AC DC, 


Blasters, McKenzie Bros., Joy 


Division & more! 


FEB 81(153) 

Rockpile, Kiss without 
Makeup, Joan Jett, the 
Stranglers, Neil Young, Jim 
Carroll & more! 


DEC 79(139) 
Cheap Trick, the Clash, the 
Kinks, B-52’s, the Records, 


Mitch Ryder, epee, Dylan 


& more! 


OCT 78(125) 

Springsteen, Rundgren, 
Jefferson Starship, the Kinks, 
Thin Lizzy, Dylan, Kiss, Neil 
Young & more! 


MAR 82(166) 
Reader's Poll, SCTV, 
NRBQ, Mink DeVille, 
Joan Jett, Rod Stewart, 
Cars, Go-Go's & more! 


JAN 81(152) 


Springsteen, Psychedelic Furs, 


Pat Benatar, History Of 
Psychedelia, Gary Numan, 
Ronnie Spector, Captain 
Beefheart & more! 


NOV 79 (138) 

Led Zep, Iggy, Dave 
Edmunds, Pere Ubu, 
Blondie, Who, Talking 
Heads, Devo & 

more! 


SEP 78(124) 

Bowie, Boston, Patti Smith, 
Tom Robinson, Stones, 
Foreigner, Kiss, Dylan, 
Beatles, & more! 


FEB 82(165) 

Keith Richards, Robert 
Fripp & King Crimson, 
George Thorogood, Elvis 
Presley & more! 


DEC 80(151) 
Rick Nielson interview, 


Motels, John Cougar, B-52’s, 


Springsteen, Peter Noone & 
more! 


OCT 79(137) 

Heavy Metal Report, Nugent, 
Zeppelin, Bad Co., Talking 
Heads, Rachel Sweet, Lene 
Lovich, History of 
Bubblegum & more! 


AUG 78(123) 

Bob Seger, McCartney, 
Bootsy, David Johansen, 
Tom Petty, lan Dury, Barry Wings, Nick Lowe, Elvis 
Manilow, Rundgren, Cheap Costello & more! 

Trick, Kinks & more! 


JAN 82 (164) 

Mick Jagger, lan Hunter, 
Genesis, Devo, the Stray 
Cats, Lene Lovich, Police 
poster & more! 


DEC 81 (163) 

The Kinks, Rolling Stones, 
Rick James, Debbie 
Harry, John Entwistle, 
Billy Squier, Go-Go's, Hall 
& Oates & more! 


NOV 80(150) 
Pete Townshend, Joe 
Jackson, Magazine, Records, 


Punk Woodstock with Elvis C. , 


Talking Heads & more! 


SEP 79 (136) 

The Who, Graham Parker, 
the Cars, Elvis Costello, 
Dylan, Bowie, Wings, 
Frampton & more! 


JUL 78(122) 
Stones, Lou Reed, Bob 
Marley, the Clash, Van Halen, 


NOV 75(090) 

Rod Stewart, Lester Bangs 
on Faces, Who, Eagles, 
Clapton & more! 

OCT 75(089) 

Special Booze issue, 
Springsteen, Jagger, 
Rundgren, Townshend! 
AUG 75(087) 

Stones, Dave Marsh on 
Jagger, Bad Co., Beck, 
Kinks, Dead, Kiss, Hunter! 
JUN 75(085) 

Rock Star Graves, Patti 
Smith, Deep Purple, Alice 
Cooper, Bangs on Beatles, 
Bryan Ferry, Reed, Bowie! 


APR 75 (083) 

1974 Poll Winners, Gregg 
Allman, Rundgren, 
Entwistle, Heavy Metal, Kiss 
Komix, Lennon! 


F 
LT LL EL a a Mf ff ff ff wf 4 


FEBRUARY 1983 


FEB 75(081) 

Jimmy Page, Rick 
Wakeman, Traffic, Guess 
Who, Bowie, ZZ Top, Rod 
Stewart, Chicago, Ringo! 
NOV 74(078) 

Special Southern issue, 
Allman Bros, Rundgren, 
Zeppelin, Beatles & more! 
OCT 74(077) 

Rod Stewart, Ron Wood 
Keith Richards, Clapton, 
Dylan, Johnny Winter, Bad 
Co., Neil Young! 

SEPT 74(076) 

Drug Guide, Stephen Stills, 
Bryan Ferry, Elton, Rick 
Wakeman and Yes, Sly 
Stone’s wedding, Clapton! 


AUG 74(075) 
Alice Cooper, Bowie, 


agger, J. Geils, Hollywood, 


Groupies, Ringo, Mott, 
Nugent, Zappa & more! 
JUL 74(074) 

Jagger interview, Steve 
Miller, Black Sabbath, Bad 
Company, Bryan Ferry, 
Steely Dan, War, Reed! 
OCT 73(065) 

Pink Floyd, Van Morrison, 
New York Dolls, Mott, 
Dylan, Jethro Tull, Grand 
Funk, Carole King, Faces! 
AUG 73(063) 

Bowie dressed up, 
Androgyny Hall of Fame, 


Beck, Cale, McCartney, 
& more! 


JUL 73(062) 
Johnny Winter, Lou Reed 
by Lester Bangs, Waylon 


on David Bowie, Beatles, 
Faces & more! 


APR 73 (059) 

Spiderman and Marvel 
comics, Sex Lives of the 
Rolling Stones, Alvin Lee, 
Rundgren & more! 

MAR 73 (58) 

Edgar Winter by Patti Smith, 
Bangs on Incredibly Strange 
Creatures, Deep Throat, 
Iggy Stooge & more! 

DEC 72 (55) 

Deep Purple, Leon Russell, 
Beer Frothing In America, 
Nuggets, Yes & more! 
NOV 72 (54) 

Allman Bros., Firesign 
Theatre, The Band, Kinks, 
T.Rex, Grand Funk, 


Jennings, Dylan, Marc Bolan Jefferson Airplane, Doors! 


OCT 80(149) 

Heavy Metal: Van Halen, 
Judas Priest, AC DC, Def 
Leppard & more! 


AUG 79(135) 

New Barbarians, Tom 
Robinson, the Damned, the 
Who, CREEM Beer Guide, 
Rubinoos, Patti Smith, 

Lou Reed & more! 


NOV 81(162) 
Pat Benatar. Rolling Stones. 
Pretenders, ZZ Top, Ozzy 


Osbourne, Go-Go's, Was (Not 
Was). Dubious Achievements, 
Springsteen, Rockats & more! 


SEP 80(148) 
Bob Seger, Hall & Oates, 


Southside Johnny, the Kinks, 


Lou Reed, Alice Cooper, 
Elton John & more! 


JUL 79 (134) 

Cheap Trick, Roxy Music, 
Nick Lowe, Ramones, 

Joe Jackson, Ron Wood, 
Pere Ubu, Jerry Lee Lewis 
& more! 


OCT 81 (161) 

Van Halen. Billy Squier. 
BOC, David Johansen, 
Steve Strange. L.A. Punk. 
Drum Guide & more! 


AUG 80(147) 

Pretenders, Joe Perry, PiL, 
Warren Zevon. Gang Of Four 
& more! 


JUN 79(133) 

Blondie, Bad Company, Dire 
Straits, the Police, History Of 
Punk, Elvis C., Cheap Trick, 

Boomtown Rats, Sex Pistols, 
Roxy & more! 
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MUSICIANS 
GET WITH IT! 


WHY WAIT FOR THE RIGHT GROUP OR RIGHT 
MUSICIANS TO FIND YOU? YOU CAN FIND THEM! 


CALL US! tHe music INDUSTAY's 
LARGEST NATIONWIDE REFERRAL 


GET THINGS ROLLING — NOW! 


CALL TOLL-FREE: (800) 328-8660 
(OR CALL 619-825-6848) : 


Pendant Watch LoPrinzi Enterprises 
No. 1608 P.O. Box 11611 
oer Clearwater, FL 

$16.95 + $1.50 P&H 33516 


STAINLESS STEEL DESIGN ON HIGH 
QUALITY BLACK T-SHIRTS 
$9.95 tax included 
MensCrew Neck SMLXL 
Women’s FrenchCut SML 
Z Committee Of Concerned Autophiles 
220 Redwood Hwy. Box 561R 
Mill Valley. CA 94941 
PART OF PROCEEDS WILL GO 
TO DELOREAN DEFENSE FUND 


ROCK MUSIC BOOKS AT DISCOUNT PRICES 


JUDAS PRIEST Anthology $7.95, POLICE Complete $12.95 
CLASH Anthology $8.95, VAN HALEN Diver Down 
$10.95, AC/DC For Those About To Rock $7.95, 
SABBATH Shattering Sounds $6.95, Teach Yourself Lead 
Guitar $4.95, Zeppelin Complete Guitar $9.95. Send 
check or M.O. or send 50¢ for catalog. 

DISCOUNT MUSIC WAREHOUSE 

P.O. Box 212C, Lindenhurst, NY 11757 


DISCOUNT GUITAR STRINGS 

Electric Sets FENDER 150—$3.75, D‘ADDARIO XL110- 
130—$3.50 each, GIBSON 740 or 740 XL—$3.95, 
EARNIE BALL SLINKIES—$3.95 each. Acoustic Gultar 
Sets: MARTIN MARQUIS $4.90, D’'ADDARIO Phos. 
Bronze $4.75, 12 String Sets: MARTIN Marquis $6.75. 
Bass Sets: D'ADDARIO XL $13.95. Please specify gauge 
$10.00 Minimum order. Send check or money order or 
send SASE for price sheet. DMWW, PO Box 212C, 
Lindenhurst, NY 11757 


DRINKING GLOVE 


stretch white dress material 
red and blue trim, silkscreened 
glass, fits either hand, latestfad. 
$6.00 each 
BLACK GOLD ENTERPRISES 


P.O. Box 1252 = Wilkes-Barre, PA 18703 


BRUCE SPRINGSTONE 
LIVE AT BEDROCK 
7x12''—45 rpm 
T-SHIRT 

CLEAN CUTS 

P.O. Box 16264 
Balto, MD 21210 : 
send S.A.S.E. for catalog ~ 


~ PRIMAL, SAVAGE, ANIMAL 


GG ALLIN 


Live Cassette LP & 7” EP 5.99 
P.O. Box 54, Hooksett, NH 03106 
Produced by D. Urine 
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makes people question things. 

RICHARD: Yeah. So I don’t think it 
really is negative or depressing in that 
sense. 

JOHN: Besides, who wants to be 
“happy/happy” all the time? 

RICHARD: It’s like Haircut 100. Let’s all 
be happy while the bomb drops! Let’s not 


think about it. It’s like the song “Aero-. 


plane,” which we just released as a 12-inch 
dance single. That was made up because 
of people like Bow Wow Wow saying, “We 
don’t want to worry about the world’s 
problems. We want to celebrate.” So we 
decided to write a song you can dance to 
about the bomb dropping. I just like the 
absurdity of seeing a floor of people 
dancing to a song about a bomb dropping. 

PHIL: While it drops! (Much laughter.) 

JOHN: The line in that which always 
gets me is “I’m coming down if you want 
me.” That’s the sort of like saying well, the 
bombers are flying around in the sky, but 
we can make them stop—if we want to. At 
least, I’m assuming that it’s possible. 

CREEM: You've said that pop music 
should educate people. Do you really think 
that pop music can change people and 
have any sort of lasting political effect? 

RICHARD: Well, it certainly changed 
me (the others agree), but as far as 
changing the political system goes, I don’t 
know. The Clash are trying to change 
political systems. Bob Dylan changed me, 
and I'll admit it. He changed the way | 
think about things—that was my communi- 
cation. That’s the only way it can change 
people, from the inside out. It gets 
you thinking about the world. You don’t 
ape their criticisms. Say someone says, “I 
hate this kind of person,” you don't 
immediately agree and start hating that 
type of person, too. You start thinking of 
the “why” behind it. | 

JOHN: Or whether you really do hate 
them or just feel sorry for them. 

RICHARD: Yeah, and that’s the sort of 
thing Dylan did for me. The Clash are 
doing what Bob Dylan did eminently well 
on an acoustic guitar in the ’60s, but we’ve 
still got Ronald Reagan in power. And 
despite the Clash, there’ll be another 
Ronald Reagan in power in another ten 
years. I have no doubt about it, unless 
people get a bit more educated in here 
(points at head). 

we 

So it’s obvious that the Psychedelic Furs 
care a lot about things, but that still doesn’t 
answer what’s worth caring about. Is there 


really any purpose to it all? The final words 


belong to Richard. 

“Yes, there’s every purpose to it. I think 
it’s worth caring about everybody and 
everything. It’s an ideal. You want 
harmony all the time between people, and 
that sounds corny and old hat. But you see 
racism going on, you see sexism, you see 
people fighting. | mean, what’s with people 
hitting one bunch of flesh with another 
bunch of flesh all the time? All our bodies 
are is a bit of flesh with a brain in it, and I 
don’t like that going on at all. The purpose 
is harmony, and the purpose is—what’s 
the old saying? ‘I only pass this way but 
once,’ or something like that, and any 
person I can help on my way through 
is worth it. That’s the ideal—just helping 
people. I don’t believe in an after-life or 


anything like that, nothing religious. I think 
this is it, so why not try to make things 
better for each other while we’re here 
because it’s all going to come back to you 
in the end. Some reviewers have made me 
out to sound like a bit of a nihilist, but I’m 
not. I care a lot about people.” 

Does he consider himself a depressed 
person, a happy person or a somewhere 
in-between person? 

“Um...let’s just say a permanently 
worried person.” 

Which sounds like a pretty healthy 
attitude for the 1980s. BS 


REWIRE YOURSELF 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 31 


output capability with low distortion” for 
“wide dynamic range.” Even if you’re not 
planning to loosen the foundations of your 
home, you'll find that a quality loud- 
speaker like those from JBL will deliver 
spectacular clarity at low listening levels. 
While the cassette is the champion of the 
personal stereo player systems that sell 


from $20 up, they are also the top choice 


as the tape recorder component of many 
home stereo systems. Metal tape and high 
quality oxide tapes along with accurate 
mechanics have made the cassette player/ 
recorder as good as the reel-to-reel tape 
machine for home stereo play. No matter 
what kind of budget you have to build a 
home stereo system, there’s a cassette 
deck that will fit your price range. For 
instance, AKAI has almost a dozen 
cassette decks from their CS-F12 ($179.95 
retail) to their GX-F95 ($1195.00 retail). 
The CS-F12 will play/record on metal 
tape, has feather touch controls, a twelve 
segment bat meter and Dolby noise 
reduction. Not bad for less than $200. And 
for less than $1200, the GX-F96 is a totally 
computerized cassette deck that provides 
the absolute in tape sound with its 
solenoid controls, fluorescent meters, elec- 
tronic tape counter and computerized 
bias equalization with built-in memory. 


The heart of any home stereo system is 


the power amplifier. No matter how good 
your turntable or speakers are, the power 
amp will decide just how good the overall 
system sounds. If you’ve got lots of money 
to spend, a separate pre-amplifier and 
amplifier are the best solution, but most 
home stereo systems center around an 
integrated stereo amplifier that provides 
both pre-amp and power-amp functions. 
Yamaha makes a number of clean 
sounding, dependable integrated ampli- 
fiers, ranging in power and price from their 
A-1060 ($800 retail) to their 1-460 ($220 
retail). The A-460 will probably be just 
right for the modest home system with 35 
watts of power per channel and very low 
distortion, plus a full range of user controls 
so the listener can ‘color’ the sound to 
please his/her ear. If you already have 
speakers, be sure to get an amplifier that 
will be powerful enough to drive them 
(consult your local dealer). But if you’re 
putting a system together from scratch, try 
to match up a speaker system (Yamaha 
makes several good ones) with a reasonab- 
ly priced amplifier like the A-460 or the 
A-560 ($300 retail) which provides 55 
watts per channel. If you get the right 
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speakers to go with the right integrated 
amp, you won't have to waste money 
buying power you don’t need. 

Panasonic’s Technics components in- 
clude several powerful, yet modestly 
priced amplifiers, ranging from their low 
cost SU-V3 (discounting at $188.00) 
which delivers 40 watts of power to their 
SU-V9 (discounting at $426.00) which 
pumps out a high speed 120 watts. All of 


_ Technics’ integrated amps provide first 


class advanced technology which assures 
the user the lowest possible distortion and 
excellent response, especially in the low 
frequency range. The result are amps that 
will give you strong sound from the crash 
of a cymbal to the thud of the bass guitar 
and bass drum—without the amp’s own 
electronics “coloring” the sound coming 
from the record to the speakers. There is 
also a “Micro” line of Technics compon- 
ents which pack plenty of wallop into the 
least possible space. 

If you’re interested in combining pre- 
amp, power-amp and FM stereo reception 
in one component, then you’re in the 
market for one of the many high quality 
receivers now on the market. Among the 
receivers, you should consider those made 
by Pioneer. They range in price from 
under $200 to about $600 (the low-cost 
SX-4 discounts for $136, the top of the 


line SX-8 discounts for $544). Besides 


providing you with all the power you'll 
need (SX-4 has 20 watts per channel, the 
SX-6 has 45 watts per channel, the SX-7 
has 60 watts per channel, and the SX-8 
has 100 watts per channel), you'll also find 
a very sophisticated stereo tuner as part of 
the component. The SX-4, for instance, 
has a microcomputer control system that 
tunes in FM stations using quartz synthesis 
technology. In addition, the computer will 
memorize the position of your favorite 
stations (AM as well as FM) and let you 
switch from one to the other at the flick of a 
finger. Pioneer always has some new 
surprises for the consumer, so check with 
your local stereo dealer to find out what 
their latest innovations are. 

Kenwood has receivers that feature a 
“high speed” amplifier section as an 
integral part of the component. So not 
only do you get digital frequency tuning of 
AM and FMstereo in the radio tuner 
secion, but you also can be assured of 
power amplification that will make your 
records sound almost “three dimensional.” 
Kenwood’s receivers range in power 
capacity from 30 watts per channel 
(KR-90) to 120 watts per channel (KR- 
1000), so no matter how much power 
your speakers require, you can get a 
Kenwood receiver that will pump them up 
to the maximum with power to spare. 
Kenwood amp technology is especially 
good for solid rock music reproduction 
with a variety of speakers, so before you 
buy listen to several speaker systems 
powered by Kenwood components. 

If you already have an amplifier system, 
but want to add FM stereo reception, there 
are a number of excellent tuners that will 
give you amazing radio reception. Sansui 
has both analog and digital display tuners, 
so if you want to ‘dial in’ an FM station in 
the traditional fashion, or just punch up the 
numbers of your favorite station, there is a 
Sansui tuner that will do the job. Those 
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who want to add a low cost tuner to their 
system might consider the Sansui T-505 
(under $100 discounted) or the T-707 
(about $130 discounted). If you want to 
have your broadcasts sound like they’re 
coming direct from the recording studio, 
you should consider the likes of the Sansui 
TU-57 or TU-59 which have digital quartz 
synthesized tuning, automatic station loca- 
tion, noise cancellation, a light emitting 
diode signal meter and preset for both your 
six favorite AM and FM stations. 

Whether you're listening to your stereo 
system or just enjoying the sound of your 
personal cassette player like the Toshiba 
KT-53 (under $90 discounted), the sound 
you hear when listening to a cassette is 
seriously affected by the kind of cassette 
tape you're using. Very often the quality of 
the cassette tape is not seriously consider- 
ed by cassette users, but thinking that “any 
old tape” will do is a mistake. First of all, 
you should always stick with a “name” 
brand like TDK, BASF, Maxell, Memo- 
rex, or 3M/Scotch. Then you must be 
aware that there are all kinds of tape 
available inside the cassette housing. TDK, 
for instance, offers an AD series, a Super 
Avilyn Dual Coating series and a Metal 
Alloy series among its cassette tapes; 
Maxell offers Low Noise, Ultra-Dynamic 
and Metal among its lines; Sony cassettes 
housing LNX, HFX, SHF, EHF, FeCr and 
Metallic tape. 

The type of tape you use depends very 
much on the tape recorder you’re using it 
with. If you have a cassette machine that is 
compatible with metal tape and you can 
afford the somewhat steep cost of metal 
tape cassettes, then by all means use it if 
you want the best possible frequency 
reproduction. 

If your cassette recorder is of more 
modest make, you can still get a quality 
cassette tape for it. Especially if you’re 
using the cassettes to record and play 
music, you should buy at least medium 
quality tape. For instance, Maxell’s UD- 
XLI will give you great sound without the 
tape recorder having to have any special 
settings; TDK’s AD series can also be used 
without the cassette machine having to 
have any special settings. 

Many Walkman and other personal 
stereo player owners should consider the 
accessories available that let the user bring 
his/her Walkman inside and mate it with a 
stereo system. Sony has a number of 
cables and adaptors that will do just that. 
The sound is surprisingly good. AIWA has 
a personal stereo that features two add-on 
speakers that are tiny (3/2 X 31/2 X 61/2) 
but powerful. These SC-Al speakers cost 
only $65 a pair, and allow you to enjoy 
your personal stereo without headphones 
and also without hooking it up to your 
stereo system. 

For those of you who want stereo to go 
in your car, Jensen has a full line of 
components that provide AM/FM stereo 
and stereo cassette play. Among the 
Jensen components to be considered are 
the R406 ($189.95 discounted) that has 
just about every control you'll need, 
including presets for five stations, auto 
reverse on the cassette player, separate 
bass and treble controls, metal compatible 
tape heads and controls for loudness, 
contour and balance. oF 
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BUTTON FANATIX ONLY! 
Send for our HUMONGOUS catalog of over 60,000 § 
button designs & lots of other exclusive goodies! IT’S 
Bonty $1.00 (our cost—so no Freebies). From Asia to 
gy Zarra—we have everything! Send us a : 
drawing or photo & for $1.50-p.p., we'll ship it 
J back to you as a 1%” or 2%” pin! 
BUTTONMASTERS, Dept. RDO 
i P.O. Box 129, Bridgeport, PA 19405 
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PoseuR HAS BEEN PRODUCING! 

CLOTHING AND STUFF FoR, 

PUNKS , MODS, SKINHEADS 
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BSKA SDEAD KENNEDYS 
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% STUDDED LEATHER 
¥ BUMPER sTicKERS 
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FREE CATALOG 


SAVE $$ ON BRAND NAME GUITARS, BASSES, 
AMPS, PA's, MIXERS, SPEAKERS, EFFECTS, 
MORE. SEND NAME AND ADDRESS TO: 


ROXTON — DEPT. CR 
BOX 441, DEL MAR, CA 92014 


: : World's best selection of RARE & IMPORTED 


records, books, posters, collectibles, etc.: 
BEATLES, LEDZEPPELIN, HALEN, BOWIE, DEVO, STONES, 
SPRINGSTEEN, DYLAN, ELVIS, NEW WAVE, etc. 1000's 
of unique items not available in America. GIGANTIC 
ILLUSTRATED CATALOG $1.00 ROCKAWAY, Box 1435-C, 
Woodbridge, VA 22193. 


SHANES RECORD 
FINDING SERVICE 
"We can find anything!" 
Give Us A Try! 


Send requests plus 3-20¢ stamps for catalog to: 
P.O. Box 6314, San Rafael, CA 94903 


CONCERT 
PHOTOS! 


Huge selection, hundreds of performers including 
rock, country & southern bands. Send $1 for 
beautiful illustrated catalogue. Mention your 
favorite. 


“SMILE”, Box 15293-EE 
Chesapeake, VA 23320-0293 


GUITAR LESSONS AT HOME 


YEARS OF EXPERIENCE PACKED 
INTO HANDY MANUAL. 
Shortcuts, scales, chords, more. $5.95 
ZEBULON MUSIC 
P.O. Box 70026, Las Vegas, Nevada 
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Satin Pants 


7? So Sth St. Minneapolis. MN’ 55402 USA 
WE SHIP C.0.D.!! Call 612-333-5045 
Also in stock: Spandex Jeans & Leather Jeans 
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David Lee Roth mimes Slinky usage while 3 Charlie Watts and his daughter 
uninterested fans ready the “Ooo Chachi! If only you knew where Al's Seraphina acknowledge heredity’s cruel 


“anti-perspirant,” left. schnozz is right now!" sense of humor. 
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"“...and right after your trim, Joey, | want you to go look at the i «tae <i 
chinchillas mating in the trailer like little Mickey.” Rick likes his beef jerky warm and squitmy! 


john Bellissimo/ Retna 


Levine 
on Galeila 


Chuck Pulin 


- : A mortified Princess Tatum tries to lateral 
“Cape Fear? Oh John, I'm so sorry! | thought John Lydon realizes he just sat down ona the...object’’ Leif just handed her, unaware 
you said your favorite movie was Cake Fear!" neon shuttlecock. he has another one in his pocket! 
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